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Tux first edition of this play was published in 1602. 
The comedy as it now stands first appeared in the folio 
of 1623; and the play in that edition contains very 
nearly twice the number of lines that the original edi- 
tion contains. ‘The succession of scenes is the same in 
both copies, except in one instance ; but the speeches of 
the several characters are greatly elaborated in the 
amended copy, and several of the characters not only 
heightened, but new distinctive features given to them. 
Rightly to appreciate this comedy, it is, we conceive, 
absolutely necessary to dissociate it from the historical 
plays of ‘Henry IV.’ and ‘Henry V.’ Whether Shak- 
spere produced the original sketch of ‘ The Merry Wives 
of Windsor’ before those plays, and remodelled it after 
their appearance,—or whether he produced both the ori- 
ginal sketch and the finished performance when his au- 
diences were perfectly familiar with the Falstaff, Shallow, 
~ Pistol, Nym, Bardolph, and Mistress Quickly of ‘Henry 
IV.’ and ‘Henry V.'—it is perfectly certain that he did 
‘not intend ‘The Merry Wives’ as a continuation. , It 
_ 4g impossible, however, not to associate the period of the 
comedy with the period of the histories. But at the 
- game time we must suffer our minds to slide into the 
~ belief that the manners of the times of Henry I'V. had 
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sufficient points in common with those of the times of 
Elizabeth to justify the poet in taking no great pains to 
distinguish between them. The characters speak in the 
language of truth and nature, which belongs to all time; 
and we must forget that they sometimes use the expres- 
‘ sions of a particular time to which they do not in strict 
' propriety belong. 

The critics have been singularly laudatory of this 

comedy. Warton calls it “the most complete spe- 
cimen of Shakspere’s comic powers.” Johnson says, 
“¢ This comedy is remarkable for the variety and num- 
ber of the personages, who exhibit more characters ap- 
propriated and discriminated thari perhaps can be found 
in any other play.” We agree with much of this; but 
we certainly cannot agree with Warton that it is “ the 
most complete specimen of Shakspere’s comic powers.” 
We cannot forget ‘As You Like It,’ and ‘ Twelfth 
Night,’ and ‘ Much Ado about Nothing.’ Of those 
qualities which put Shakspere above all other men that 
ever existed, ‘ The Merry Wives of Windsor’ exhibits 
few traces. Some of the touches, however, which no 
other hand could give, are to be found in Slender, and 
we think in Quickly. 
The principal action of this comedy—the adventures 
of Falstaff with the Merry Wives—sweeps on with a. 
“ yapidity of movement which hurries us forward to the 
@énouement as irresiftibly as if the actors were under’ 
the influence of that destiny which belongs to the em- 
pire of tragedy. No reverses, no disgraces, can save 
Falstaff from his final humiliation. ‘The net is around 
-bim, but he does not see the meshes ;—he fancies bim- 
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self the deceiver, but he is the deceived. ‘I'he real jea- 
lousy of Ford most skilfully helps on the merry devices 
of his wife; and with equal skill does the poet make 
him throw away his jealousy, and assist in the last plot 
against the “ unclean knight.” 

The movement of the principal action is beautifully 
contrasted with the occasional repose of the other scenes. 
The Windsor of the time of Elizabeth is presented to us, 
as the quiet country town, sleeping under the shadow of 
its neighbour the castle. Amidst its gabled houses, 
separated by pretty gardens, from which the elm and 
the chestnut and the lime throw their branches across 
the unpaved road, we find a goodly company, with little 
to do but gossip and laugh, and make sport out of each 
other’s cholers and weaknesses. We see Master Page 
training his “ fallow greyhound;” and we go with 
Master Ford “ a-birding.” We listen to the “ pribbles 
and prabbles”’ of Sir Hugh Evans and Justice Shallow 
with a quiet satisfaction; for they talk as unartificial 
men ordinarily talk, without much wisdom, but with 
good temper and sincerity. We find ourselves inthe 
days of ancient hospitality, when men could make their 
fellows welcome without ostentatious display, and half 
a dozen neighbours “ could drink down all unkindness ”’ 
over “a hot venison pasty.” The more busy inhabitants 
of the town have time to. tattle, and to laugh, and be 
laughed at. Mine Host of the Garter is the prince of 
hosts ; he is the very soul of fun and good temper. His 
contrivances to manage the fray between the furious 
French doctor and the honest Welsh parson are pro- 
uctive of the happiest situations. Caius waiting for 
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hia adversary—* De herring is no dead so as I vill kill 
him ”—is capital, But Sir Hugh, with his— 
‘* There will we make our peds of roses, 
And a thousand fragrant posies, 
To shallow— 
Mercy on me! I have a great dispositions to cry,”—is 
inimitable. 

With regard to the under-plot of Fenton and Anne 
Page—the scheme of Page to marry her to Slender—the 
counterplot of her mother, “ fitm for Dr. Caius "—and 
the management of the lovers to obtain a triumph out of 
the devices against them—it may be sufficient to point 
out how skilfully it is interwoven with the Herne’s Oak 
adventure of Falstaff. Over all the misadventures of 
that night, when “all sorts of deer were chas'd,” 
Shakspere throws his own tolerant spirit of forgiveness 
and content :— 


‘6 Good husband, let us cba one go home, 
And laugh this eee o’er by a country fire; 
Sir John and all 
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SCENE—WIwnNDSOR, 


THE 
MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 


ACT I. 


SCENE I.—Windsor. Garden Front of Page's 
House. 


Enter Justice SHattow, SienpErR, and Sir Hua 
. Evans. 


Shal. Sir Hugh, persuade me not; I will make a 
Star-chamber matter of it: if he were "twenty sir John 
Falstaffz, he shall not abuse Robert Shallow, esquire. 

Slen. In the county of Gloster, justice of peace, and 
coram, 

Shal, Ay, cousin Slender, and Cust-alorum.> 

Slen. Ay, and ratolorum too; and a gentleman born, 
master parson ; who writes himeelf armigero; in any 
bill, warrant, quittance, or obligation, armigero.° 

Shal. Ay, that Ido; and have done® any time these 
three hundred years. 

Slen. All his successors, gone before him, have done ’t 

* We find several instances in Shakspere of a priest Galas 
called Sir; , Sir Hugh in this comedy; Sir Oliver in ‘ As You 
Like It ;’ Sir T opas in ‘Twelfth Night;’ and Sir Nathaniel in 
* Love's Labour ‘s Lost.’ 


__» Oust-alorum is meant for an abridgment of Custos Rotulorwm, 
ronal not understanding the abbreviation, adds, *‘ and rato- 


* < ait ustice signed his ateeatons: ‘Jura?’ coram. anes 
hallow, armigero 
“ei done—we have 24 
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and all his ancestors, that core after him, may: 
they may give the dozen white luces in their coat. 

Shat, It is an old coat. 

Eva. The dozen white louses do become an old coat 
well; it agrees well, passant: it is a familiar beast to 
man, and signifies love. 

Shal. The luce is the fresh fish; the salt fish is an 
old coat.® : 

Slen. I may quarter, coz? 

Shal. You may, by marrying. 

Eva. It is marring, indeed, if he quarter it. 

Shal. Nota whit. 

Eva. Yes, py ’r lady; if he has a quarter of your 
coat there is but three skirts for yourself, in my simple 
conjectures: but that is all one: If sir John Falstaff 
have committed disparagements unto you, I am of the 
church, and will be glad to do my benevolence, to 
make atonements and compromises between you. 

Shal. The council shall hear it; it isa riot. 

Eva. It is not meet the council hear a riot; there is 
no fear of Got in a riot: the council, look you, shall 
desire to hear the fear of Got, and not to hear a riot ; 
take your vizaments b in that. 

Shal. Ha! o° my life, if I were young again the 
sword should end it. 

Eva. It is petter that friends is the sword, and end 
it: and there is also another device in my prain, which, 
‘peradventure, prings goot discretions with it: There is 
Anne Page, which is daughter to master Sones Page, 
which is pretty virginity. 
© itis pretty clear that “‘ the dozen white luoes”" # y to the 
‘arms of the Lucy family. In Ferne’s ‘ Blazon of Gentry,’ 1586, . 
‘we have, “sigue of the coat should something: with the 
ae It is the coat of a Lord Lucy. He did bear gules, 
\ Marae lacies hariaot argent.” The luce is a pike, — — ‘the fresh 
= ;” not the ‘‘ familiar beast to man.” So far 1s ont hi 
: YP as - the salt fish is an old coat"’ _ not 80 ite, oe 

eamente—advisements. ae ee 
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Slen. Mistress Anne Page? She has brown hair, and 
speaks small like a woman. 

Eva. It is that fery person for all the ‘orld, as just as 
you will desire; and seven hundred pounds of moneys, 
and gold, and silver, is her grandsire upon his death’s- 
bed (Got deliver to a joyful resurrections!) give, when 
she is able to overtake seventeen years old: it were a 

oot motion if we leave our pribbles and prabbles, and 
desire a marriage between master Abraham and mistress 
Anne Page. 

' Shal. Did her grandsire leave her seven hundred 
pound? — 

Eva. Ay, and her father is make her a petter penny. 

Shal. I know the young gentlewoman; she has 
good gifts. 

_ Eva. Seven hundred pounds, and possibilities, is goot 


gifts. 

Shal. Well, let us see honest master Page: Is Fal- 
staff there ? 

Ewa. Shall I tell you a liet I do despise a liar as I 
do despise one that is false; or as I despise one that is 
not true. The knight, sir- John, is there; and, I be 
seech you, be ruled by your well-willers. I will peat 
the door [knocks] for master Page. What, hoa! Got 
pless your house here! i 


Enter Pacx. 


Page. Who's there ? . | 

Eva. Here is Got’s pleasing, and your friend, and 
justice Shallow : and here young master Slender; that, 
-peradventures, shall tell you another tale, if matters 
grow to your likings. . 

Page. I am glad to see your worships well : I thank 
you for bem. master Shallow. 

Shel. Master Page, I am glad to see you; Much 
good do it your good heart! I wished your venison - 


beter: it waa ill killed :—-How doth gvod mistress { 
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Page?—and I thank you always with my heart, la; 
with my heart. 

Page. Sir, I thank you. 

Shal. Sir, I thank yous; by yea and no, I do. 

Page. I am glad to see you, good master Slender. 

Slen. How does your fallow greyhound, sir? I heard 
say he was outrun on Cotsall. 

Page. It could not be judged, sir. 

Sten. You ’]] not confess, you ’ll not confess. 

Shal. That he will not :—’t is your fault, t is your 
fault :—’T is a good dog. 

Page. A cur, sir. 

Shal. Sir, he ’s a good dog, and a fair dog; Can 
there be more said? he is good, and fair. Is sir John 
Falstaff here ? 

Page. Sir, he is within; and I would I could do a 
good oflice between you. 

Eva. It is spoke as a christians ought to speak. 

Shal. He hath wronged me, master Page. 

Page. Sir, he doth in some sort confess it. 

Shal. If it be confessed it is not redressed; is not 
that so, master Page? He hath wronged me; indeed, 
he hath;—at a word he hath ;—believe me; Robert 
Shallow, esquire, saith he is wronged. 

Page. Here comes sir John. 


Enter Sir Joun Farstarr, Barpo.teu, Nym, and 
PisTou. 

Fal. Now, master Shallow; you "ll complain of me 
to the king ? 

Shal. Knight, you have beaten my men, killed my 
deer, and broke open my lodge. 

Fal. But not kissed your keeper’s daughter. 

Shal. Tut, a pin! this shall be answered. 

Fal. I will answer it straight ;—I have done all this; 
—That is now answered. 
- Shal. The council shall know this. 
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Fal. *T were better for you if it were known in coun- 
sel; you "ll be laughed at. 

Eva. Pauca verba, sir John, goot worts. 

Fal. Good worts! good cabbage.*—Slender, I broke 
your head ; What matter have you against me? 

Slen. Marry, sir, I have matter in my head against 
you; and against your coney-catching® rascals, Bar- 
dolph, Nym, and Pistol. [They carried me to the ta- 
vern and made me drunk, and afterwards picked my 
pocket. | 

Bard. You Banbury cheese ! 

Slen. Ay, it is no matter. 

Pist. How now, Mephostophilus ? 

Slen. Ay, it is no matter. 

Nym. Slice, I say! pauca, pawca; slice! that ’s my 
humour. 

Slen. Where ’s Simple, my man?—can you tell, 
cousin ? 

Eva. Peace: I pray you! Now let us understand : 
There is three umpires in this matter, as I understand : 
that is—master Page, fidelicet, master Page; and there 
is myself, fidelicet, myself; and the three party is, 
lastly and finally, mine host of the Garter. 

Page. We three, to hear it and end it between them. 

Eva. Fery goot: I will make a prief of it in my 
note-book ; and we will afterwards ‘ork upon the cause, 
with as great discreetly as we can. 

Fal. Pistol— 

Pist. He hears with ears. 

Eva. The tevil and his tam! what phrase is this, 
“ He hears with ear’? Why, it is affectations. 

Fat. Pistol, did you pick master Slender’s purse ? 

Slen. Ay, by these gloves, did he, (or I would I might 
never come in mine own great chamber again else,) of 

® Worts was the generic name of cabbages; we have still 
vole-wort. 
b Coney-catcher was synonymous with sharper. 
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seven groats in mill-sixpences, and two Edward shiovel- 
boards, that cost me two shilling and two pence a-piece 
of Yead Miller, by these gloves. 

Fal. Is this true, Pistol ? 

Eva. No; it is false, if it is a pick-purse. 

Pist. Ha, thou mountain-foreigner !—Sir John and 

master mine, 
I combat challenge of this latten bilbo : 
Word of denial in thy labras » here ; 
Word of denial: froth and scum, thou liest! 

Slen. By these gloves, then ’t was he. 

Nym. Be advised, sir, and pass good humours ; I will 
say, “ marry trap,” with you, if you run the nuthook’s 
humour ® on me: that is the very note of it. 

Slen. By this hat, then, he in the red face had it: 
for though I cannot remember what I did when you 
made me drunk, yet I am not altogether an ass. 

Fal. What say you, Scarlet and John? 

Bard. Why, sir, for my part, I say, the gentleman 
had drunk himself out of his five sentences. 

Eva. It is his five senses : fie, what the ignorance is! 

Bard. And being fap, sir, was, as they say, cashiered ; 
and so conclusions passed the careers.° 

Slen. Ay, you spake in Latin then too; but ’t is no 
matter: I ‘ll ne’er be drunk whilst I live again, but in 
honest, civil, godly company, for this trick: if I be 
drunk, I ‘11 be drunk with those that have the fear of 
God, and not with drunken knaves. 


® Bilbo is a sword; a fatten bilbo—a sword made of a thin 
latten plate. 

b Labras—lips; ‘* word of denial in thy labras”’ is equiva- 
lent to “the lie in thy teeth.” 

© The nuthook was used by the thief to hook portuble commo- 
‘dities out of a window,—and thus Nym, in his queer fashion, 
means, ‘‘if you say 1’m a thief.” 

d Fap—a cant word for drunk. 

¢ Careers. In the manége to run a carcer was to gallopa 
horse violently backwards and forwards. 
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Eva. So Got ’udge me, that is a virtuous mind. 
Fal. You hear all these matters denied, gentlemen ; 
you hear it. 


Enter Misrress ANNE Paaes, with wine ; Mistress 
Forp and Misrress Pace following. 


Page. Nay, daughter, carry the wine in; we ‘ll drink 
within. [Lait ANNE Paar. 
Slen. O Heaven! this is mistress Anne Page. 
Page. How now, mistress Ford ? 
Fal. Mistress Ford, by my troth, you are very well 
met: by your leave, good mistress. | Kissing her. 
Page. Wife, bid these gentlemen welcome: Come, 
we have a hot venison pasty to dinner; come, gentle- 
men, I hope we shall drink down all unkindness. 
[Exeunt all but Suat., Sien., and Evans. 
Slen. Thad rather than forty shillings, I had my 
book of Songs and Sonnets here :— 


Enter Sumpre. 


How now, Simple! Where have you been? I must 
wait on myself, must 1? You have not the § Book of 
Riddles’ about you, have you ? 

Sim. © Book of Riddles’? why, did you not lend it 
to Alice Shortcake upon Allhallowmas last, a fortnight 
afore Michaelmas ? 

Shal. Come, coz; come, coz; we stay for you. A 
word with you, coz: marry, this, coz; There is, as ‘t 
were, a tender, a kind of tender, made afar off by sir 
Hugh here :—Do you understand me ? 

Slen. Ay, sir, you shall find me reasonable ; if it be 
s0, I shall do that that is reason. 

Shal. Nay, but understand me. 

Slen. So I do, sir. 

Eva. Give ear to his motions, rnaster Slender: I will 
description the matter to you, if you be capacity of it. _ 

Slen. Nay, I will do as my cousin Shallow says: I 

VOL. III. B 
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pray you, pardon me; he’s a justice of peace in his 
country, simple though I stand here. 

Eva. But that is not the question; the question is 
concernimg y our matlriage. 

Shal. Ay, there ’s the pomt, sir. 

“va. Marry, is it; the very point of it; to mistress 
Anne Page. 

Slen. Why, if it be so I will marry her, upon any 
reasonable demands. 

Eva. But can you affection the ‘oman? Tet us 
command to know that of your mouth or of your lips ; 
for divers philosophers hold that the lips is parcel of the 
mouth :—-Therefore, precisely, can you carry your good 
will to the maid 2? 

Shai. Cousin Abraham Slender, can you love her? 

Slen. I hope, sir,—I will do as it shall become one 
that would do reason. 

Iva. Nay, Got’s lords and his ladies, you must 
speak possitable, if you can carry her your desires 
towards her. 

Shal. That you must: Will you, upon good dowry, 
marry her? 

Slen. I will do a greater thing than that, upon your 
request, cousin, in any reason. 

Shal. Nay, conceive me, conceive me, sweet coz ; 
what I do is to pleasure you, coz: Can you love the 
maid ? 

Slen. I will marry her, sir, at your request; but if 
there be no great love in the beginning, yet Heaven 
may decrease it upon better acquaintance, when we are 
married and have more occasion to know one another : 
IT hope, upon familiarity will grow more contempt ;® 
but if you say, “ marry her,” I will marry her, that I 
am freely dissolved, and dissolutely. 


* Contempt. The folio reads content-——the word which Slender 
meant to use. But the poor soul was thinking of his copy-bo 
adage—‘‘too much familiarity breeds contempt.” 
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Ea. It is a fery discretion answer; save, the faul’ is 
in the ’ort dissolutely: the ’ort is, according to our 
meaning, resolutely ;—his meaning is good. 

Shai. Ay, I think my cousin meant well. 

Slen. Ay, or else I would I might be hanged, la. 


Re-enter ANNE PAGE. 


Shal. Here comes fair mistress Anne:—Would | 
were young for your sake, mistress Anne! 

Anne. The dinner is on the table; my father desires 
your worship’s company. 

Shal. I will wait on him, fair mistress Anne. 

Eva. Od’s plessed will! I will not be absence at the 
grace. | Zxeunt SHar. and Sim H. Evans. 
Anne. Will ’t please your worship to come in, sir? 

Slen. No, I thank you, forsooth, heartily ; Iam very 
well. . 

Anne. The dinner attends you, sir. 

Slen. I am not a-hungry, I thank you, forsooth. Go, 
sirrah, for all you are my man, go, wait upon my cousin 
Shallow : Cee Simpiz.| A justice of peace sometime 
may be beholden to his friend for a man :—I keep but 
three men and a boy yet, till my mother be dead: But 
what though? yet I live like a poor gentleman born. 

Anne. I may not go in without your worship: they 
will not sit till you come. 

Slen. V' faith, I'll eat nothing; I thank you as much 
as thongh I did. 

Anne. I pray you, sir, walk in. 

Slen. I had rather walk here, I thank you ; I bruised 
my shin the other day with playing at sword and dagger 
with a master of fence, three veneys for a dish of stewed . 
Seite ; and, by my troth, I cannot abide the smell of 

ot meat since. Why do your dogs bark so? be there 
bears i’ the town. 

Anne. I think there are, sir; I heard them talked of. 

Slen. I love the sport well; but I shall as soon quar 
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rel at if, as any man in England :—You are afraid if 
you see the bear Joose, are you not ? 

Anne. Ay, indeed, sir. 

Slen. That ’s meat and drink to me now: I have 
seen Sackerson loose twenty times; and have taken him 
by the chain: but, I warrant you, the women have so 
cried and shrieked at it, that it passed :*—but women, 
indeed, cannot abide ’em; they are very ill-favoured 
rough things. 

Re-enter Paan. 

Page. Come, gentle master Slender, come; we stay 
for you. 

Slen. I "U1 eat nothing, I thank you, sir. 

Page. By cock and pye, you shall not choose, sir: 
come, come. 

Slen. Nay, pray you, Jead the way. 

Page. Come on, sir. 

Slen. Mistress Anne, yourself shall go first. 

Anne. Not I, sir; pray you, keep on. 

Slen. Truly, I will not go first; truly, la: I will 
not do you that wrong. 

Anne. I pray you, sir. 

Slen. Ill rather be unmannerly than troublesome ; 
you do yourself wrong, indeed, la. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II.—The same. 


Enter Sin Huau Evans and Simpux. 


Eva. Go your ways, and ask of» Doctor Caius’ 
house,—which is the way: and there dwells one mis- 
tress Quickly, which is in the manner of his nurse, or 
his dry nurse, or his cook, or his laundry,° his washer, 
and his wringer. 

& It passed—it surpassed; or, it passed expressien—a common 
mode of referring to something extraordinary. 

b Of Dr. Caius’ house—ask for Dr. Caius house—ask which 
is the way. 

* Laundry. Sir Hugh means to say launder, or laundress. 
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Sim. Well, sir. 

Eva. Nay, it is petter yet :—give her this letter; for 
it is a ‘oman that altogether ’s acquaintance with mis- 
tress Anne Page : and the letter is, to desire and require 
her to solicit your master’s desires to mistresg, Anne 
Page: I pray you, begone; I will make an end of my 
dinner ; there ‘s pippins and cheese to come. | Ereunt. 


SCENE III.—A Room in the Garter Inn. 


Enter Faustarry, Host, Barpotru, Nx, Pisror, 
and Rosin. 


Ful. Mine host of the Garter, — 

Host. What says my bully-rook? Speak scholarly 
and wisely. 

Fal. Truly, mine host, I must turn away some of 
my followers. 

Host. Discard, bully Hercules; cashier: let them 
wag; trot, trot. 

Fal. I sit at ten pounds a week. 

Host. Thou ’rt an emperor, Cwsar, Keisar, and 
Pheezar. I will entertain Bardolph; he shall draw, he 
shall tap: said I well, bully Hector ? 

Fal. Do so, good mine host. 

Host. I have spoke; let him follow: Let me see thee 
froth, and live: Iam at a word; follow. [Exit Host. 

Fal. Bardolph, follow him: a tapster is a good 
trade: an old cloak makes a new pe ei a withered 
servingman a fresh tapster: Go; adieu. 

Bard. It is a life that I have desired ; I will thrive. 

Exit Barn. 

Pist. O base Hungarian wight! wilt thou the spigot 
wield ¢ 

Nym. He was gotten in drink: Is not the humour 
conceited ? ee mind is not heroic, and there ’s the 
humour of it. 

Fal. Tam glad I am so acquit of this tinder-box ; 
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his thefts were too open; his filching was like an un- 
skilful singer,—he kept not time. 

Nym. The good humour is to steal at a minute’s rest. 

Pist. Convey, the wise it call: Steal! foh; a fico 
for the phrase. 

Fal. Well, sirs, I am almost out at heels. 

Pist. Why, then let kibes ensue. 

Fal. There is no remedy; I must coney-catch; 1 
must shift. 

Pist. Young ravens must have food. 

Fal. Which of you know Ford of this town ? 

Pist. 1 ken the wight; he is of substance good. 

Ful. My honest lads, I will tell you what I am 
about. 

Pist. Two yards, and more. 

Fal. No quips now, Pistol: Indeed I am in the 
waist two yards about; but I am now about no waste ; 
1 am about thrift. Briefly, I do mean to make love to 
Ford’s wife; I spy entertainment in her ; she discourses, 
she carves, she gives the leer of invitation: I can con- 
strue the action of her familiar style; and the hardest 
voice of her behaviour, to be Englished rightly, is, I am 
sir John Falstaff’s. 

Pist. He hath studied her will, and translated her 
will, out of honesty into English. 

Nym. The anchor is deep: Will that humour pass ? 

Fal. Now, the report goes she has all the rule of her 
husband's purse; he hath a legion of angels. 

Pist. As many devils entertain ; and, “To her, boy,” 
say I. 

Nym. The humour rises; it is good: humour me 
the angels. 

_ Fal. I have writ me here a letter to her: and here 

another to Page’s wife; who even now gave me good 
eyes too; examined my parts with most judicious 
eyliads; sometimes the beam of her view gilded my 
foot, sometimes my portly belly. 


Scenz IIT.] MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 21 


Pist. Then did the sun on dunghill shine. 

Nym. I thank thee for that humour. 

Fal. O, she did so course o’er my exteriors with 
such a greedy intention, that the appetite of her eye did 
seem to scorch me up like a burning-glass! Here ’s 

another letter to her: she bears the purse too; she is a 
region in Guiana, all gold and bounty. I will be 
cheater to them both, and they shall be exchequers to 
me ;* they shall be my Kast and West Indies, and I 
will trade to them both. Go, bear thou this letter to 
mistress Page; and thou this to mistress Ford : we will 
thrive, lads, we will thrive. 

Pist. Shall I sir Pandarus of Troy become, 

And by my side wear steel? then, Lucifer take all! 

Nym. I will run no base humour: here, take the 
humour letter; I will keep the ‘haviour of reputation. 

Fal. Hold, sirrah, [fo Ros.| bear you these letters 

tightly ;» 

Sail like my pinnace to these golden shores.— 
Rogues, hence, avaunt! vanish like hailstones, go; 
Trudge, plod away i’ the hoof; seek shelter, pack ! 
Falstaff will learn the honour of the age, 

French thrift, you rogues; myself, and skirted page. 
[Exeunt Fausrary and Rosin. 
Pist. Let vultures gripe thy guts! for gourd and 
fullam holds, . 

And high and low beguile the rich and poor ; ° 
Tester I "ll have in pouch, when thou shalt lack, 

Base Phrygian Turk ! 

Nym. I have operations, which be humours of re- 
venge. 

Pist. Wilt thou revenge ? 


® The escheaturs, officers of the ewvchequer, were popularly 
called cheaters. 
’ Tightly—briskly, cleverly. 


® Gourd, fullam, high, and low, were cant terms for false dice. 
Pistol will have his tester in pouch by cheating at play. 
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Nym. By welkin, and her star ! 

Pist. With wit, or steel ? , 

Nym. With both the humours, I: 

I will discuss the humour of this love to Ford, 

Pist. And I to Page shall eke unfold, 

How Falstaff, varlet vile, 
His dove will prove, his gold will hold, 
And his soft couch defile. 

Nym. My humour shall not cool: I ‘will incense 
Ford to deal with poison ; I will possess him with yel- 
lowneas, for the revolt of mien is dangerous: that is my 
true humour. 

Pist. Thou art the Mars of malcontents: I second 
thee; troop on. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE IV.—A Room in Dr. Caius’s House. 


Enter Mrs. Quickry, Simp.e, and Ruasy. 


Quick. What: John Rugby !—I pray thee, go to the 
casement, and see if you can see my master, master 
doctor Caius, coming: if he do, i faith, and find any- 
body in the house, here will be an old abusing of God’s 
patience and the king’s English. 

Rug. 111 go watch. [| Exit Ruapy. 

Quick. Go; and we ‘ll have a posset for ’t soon at 
night, in faith, at the latter end of a sea-coal fire. An 
honest, willing, kind fellow, as ever servant shall come 
in house withal ; and, I warrant you, no tell-tale, nor 
no breed-bate :* his worst fault is that he is given to 
prayer 5 ; he is something peevish that way; but nobody 

ut has his fault ;—but let that pass. Peter Simple 
you say your name is ? 

Sim. Ay, for fault of a better. 

Quick. And master Slender ’s your master ? 

Sim. Ay, forsooth. 


® Bate is strife. It is ‘ debate.” 
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Quick. Does he not wear a great round beard, like a 
glover’s paring knife? 

Sim. No, forsooth: he hath but a little wee face, 
with a little yellow beard ; a cane-coloured beard. 

Quick. A softly-sprighted man, is he not? 

Sim. Ay, forsooth: but he is as tall a man of his 
hands as any is between this and his head; he hath 
fought with a warrener. 

Quick. How say you?—O, I should remember him : 
Does he not hold up his head, as it were? and strut in 
his gait ? 

Sim. Yes, indeed, does he. 

Quick. Well, Heaven send Anne Page no worse for- 
tune! Tell master parson Evans I will do what I can 
for your master: Anne is a good gir], and I wish— 


Re-enter Ruasy. 


Rug. Out, alas! here comes my master. 

Quick. We shall all be shent:* Run in here, good 
young man; go into this closet. [Shuts Stupix in the 
closet. | He will not stay long.— What, John Rugby! 
John, what John, I say! Go, John, go inquire for thy 
master; I doubt he be not well, that he comes not 
home :—And down, down, adown-a, &c. [ Sings. 


Enter Docror Caius. 


Caius. Vat is you sing? Ido not like dese toys; 
Pray you, go and vetch me in my closet wn bottier verd ; 
a box, a green-a box; Do intend vat I speak ? a green-a 
box. 

Quick. Ay, forsooth, I ‘ll fetch it you. I am glad he 
went not in himself: if he had found the young man, 


he would have been horn-mad. Aside. 
Caius. Fe, fe, fe, fe! ma fot, il fait fort chaud. Je 
m'en vais a la cour,—la grande affaire. * 


Quick. Is it this, sir? 
® Shent—roughly handled. 


24 MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. fact I. 


Caius. Ouy ; mette le au mon pocket ; Depéche, 
quickly :—Vere is dat knave Rugby # 

Quick. What, John Rugby! John! 

Rug. Here, sir. 

Caius. You are John Rugby, and you are Jack 
Rugby: Come, take-a your rapier, and come after my 
heel to the court. 

Rug. °T is ready, sir, here in the porch. 

Caius. By my trot, I tarry too long;—Od’s me! 
Quay joublié? dere is some simples in my closet dat 
I vill not for the varld I shall leave behind. 

Quick. Ah me! hell find the young man there, and 
be mad ! 

Caius. O diable, diable! vat is in my closet ?—~ 
Villainy! Jarron! [Pulling Simpix out.] Rugby, 
my rapier. 

Quick. Good master, be content. 

Caius. Verefore shall I be content-a ? 

Quick. The young man is an honest man. 

Caius. Vat shall de honest man do in my closet ? 
dere is no honest man dat shall come in my closet. 

Quick. I beseech you, be not so flegmatick ; hear the 
truth of it: He came of an errand to me from parson 
Hugh. 

Caius. Vell. 

Sim. Ay, forsooth, to desire her to— 

Quick. Peace, I pray you. 

Caius. Peace-a your tongue :—Speak-a your tale. 

Sim. To desire this honest gentlewoman, your maid, 
to speak a good word to Mrs. Anne Page for my master, 
in the way of marriage. 

Quick. This is all, indeed, la; but Ill ne’er put my 
finger in the fire, and need not. 

Caius, Sir Hugh send-a you ?—Rugby, bailez me 
some paper: Tarry you a little-a while. [ Writes. 
~ Quick. Iam glad he is so quiet : if he had been tho- 
roughly moved you should have heard him so loud and 
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so melancholy.—But notwithstanding, man, I ‘ll do 
your master what good I can: and the very yea and 
the no is, the French doctor, my master,—I may call 
him my master, look you, for I keep his house; and I 
wash, wring, brew, bake, scour, dress meat and drink, 
make the beds, and do all myself :— 

Sim. "T is a great charge to come under one body’s 
hand. . 

Quick, Are you avised o’ that? you shall find it a 
great charge: and to be up early and down late ;—but 
notwithstanding, (to tell you in your ear; I would 
have no words of it,) my master himself is in love with 
mistress Anne Page: but notwithstanding that, I know 
Anne’s mind,—that ’s neither here nor there. 

Caius. You jack’nape; give-a dis letter to sir Hugh; 
by gar, it is a challenge: I vill cut his troat in de park; 
and I vill teach a scurvy jack-a-nape priest to meddle 
or make :—you may be gone; it is not good you tarry 
here :—by gar, I vill cut all his two stones; by gar, he 
shall not have a stone to trow at his dog. = [Exit Sr. 

Quick. Alas, he speaks but for his friend. 

Caius. It is no matter-a for dat :—do not you tell-a 
me dat I shall have Anne Page for myself ?—by gar, 
I vill kill de Jack priest; and I have appointed mine 
host of de Jarterre to measure our weapon :—by gar, I 
vill myself have Anne Page. 

Quick. Sir, the maid loves you, and all shall be 
well: we must give folks leave to prate: What, the 
good-jer ! 

Caius. Rugby, come to the court vid me :—By gar, 
if I have not Anne Page, I shall turn your head out of 
my door :—~Follow my heels, Rugby. 

Exeunt Carus and Ruasy. 

Quick. You shall have fool’s-head of your own. 
No, I know Anne’s mind for that: never a woman in 
Windsor knows more of Anne’s mind than I do: nor 
can do more than I do with her, I thank Heaven. 
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Fent. [| Within.] Who ’s within there? ho! 
Quick. Who 's there, I trow? Come near the house, 
I pray you. 


Enter Fenton. 


Fent. How now, good woman ; how dost thou ? 

ae The better that it pleases your good worship 
to ask. 

Fent. What news? how does pretty mistress Anne ? 

Quick. In truth, sir, and she is pretty, and honest, 
and gentle; and one that is your friend, I can tell you 
that by the way; I praise Heaven for it. 

Fent. Shall I do any good, think’st thou? Shall I 
not lose my suif ? 

Quick. Troth, sir, all is in His hands above: but not- 
withstanding, master Fenton, I "ll be swom on a book, 
she loves you :—Have not your worship a wart above 
your eye? 

Fent. Yes, marry, have I; what of that ? 

Quick. Well, thereby hangs a tale ;—good faith, it is 
such another Nan ;—but, I detest, an honest maid as 
ever broke bread ;—We had an hour’s talk of that wart : 
—I shall never laugh but in that maid’s company! 
But, indeed, she is given too much to allicholly and 
musing: But for you—Well, go to. 

Fent. Well, I shall see her to-day; Hold, there ’s 
money for thee; let me have thy voice in my behalf: 
if thou seest her before me, commend me. 

Quick. Will 1? 7 faith, that we will; and I will tell 
your worship more of the wart, the next time we have 
confidence; and of other wooers. 

Fent. Well, farewell; I am in great haste now. ee 

Quick. Farewell to your worship.—Truly, an honest 
gentleman; but Anne loves him not; for I know Anne’s 
mind as well as another does :-—-Out upon 't! what have 
I forgot ¢ [Evxit, 
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ACT II. 
SCENE I.—Before Page’s House. 


Enter Mistress Page, with a Letter. 


Mrs, Page. What! have I ’scaped love-letters in the 
holyday time of my beauty, and am I now a subject 
for them? Let me sce: [ Reads. 


‘‘ Ask me no reason why I love you; for though love use 
reason for his precisian, he admits him not for his counsellor :* 
You are not young, no more am 1; go to then, there ’s sym- 
pathy: you are merry, so am I; Hal ha! then there’s more 
sympathy: you love sack, and sodo1I; Would you desire bet- 
ter sympathy ? Let it suffice thee, mistress Page, (ut the least, 
if the love of soldier can suffice,) that 1 love thee. I will not 
siy, pity me, tis not a soldier-like phrase; but 1 say, love me. 

y me 

Thine own true knight, 

By day or night, 

Or any kind of light, 

With all his might, 

For thee to fight, John Falstaff.” 
What a Herod of Jewry is this!—O wicked, wicked 
world !—one that is well nigh worn to pieces with age, 
to show himself a young gallant! What an un- 
weighed behaviour hath this Flemish drunkard > picked 
(with the devil’s name) out of my conversation, that 
he dares in this manner assay me? Why, he hath not 
been thrice in my company !—What should, I say to 
him ?—TI was then frugal of my mirth :—Heaven for- 
give me! Why, I ‘ll exhibit a bill in the parliament 

® A precisian, we apprehend, is here used for one who puts 

thoughts into words—an inditer—a scribe. The French précis 
gives us the meaning. A counsellur is one who confidentially 
advises ;—counsel being often used in the sense of secresy. 


> The English of the days of Elizabeth accused the people of 
the Low Countries with having taught them to drink to excess, 
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for the putting down of men. How shall I be revenged 
on him? for revenged I will be, as sure as his guts are 
made of puddings. 


Enter Mistress Forp. 


Mrs. Ford. Mistress Page! trust me, I was going to 
your house | 

Mrs. Page. And trust me, I was coming to you. 
You look very ill. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I ‘ll ne’er believe that; I have to 
show to the contrary. 

Mrs. Page. ’Faith, but you do, in my mind. 

Mrs. Ford. Well, I do, then; yet, I say, I could 
show you to the contrary: O, mistress Page, give me 
soine counsel ! 

Mrs. Page. What ’s the matter, woman ? 

Mrs. Ford. O woman, if it were not for one trifling 
respect, I could come to such honour! 

Mrs. Page. Hang the trifle, woman ; take the honour : 
What is it ?—dispense with trifles ;—what is it? 

Mrs. Ford. If I would but go to hell for an eternal 
moment or s0, I could be knighted. 

Mrs. Page. What? thou liest!—Sir Alice Ford! 
These knights will hack;® and so thou shouldst not 
alter the article of thy gentry. 

Mrs. Ford. We burn daylight : >—here, read, read ; 
——perceive how I might be knighted.—I shall think the 
worse of fat men, as long as I have an eye to make 
difference of men’s liking: And yet he would not 
swear; praised women’s modesty; and gave such or- 
derly and well-behaved reproof to all uncomeliness,— 
that I would have sworn his disposition would have 


® Will hack. James I. would make fifty -knights before 
breakfast; and therefore ‘‘ these kuights will hack "—will 
become common. _ 

b We burn daylight—we waste our time like those who use 
‘lamps by day.” . x 
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gone to the truth of his words: but they do no more 
adhere and keep place together than the hundredth 

salm to the tune of ‘Green Sleeves.’ What tempest, 

trow, threw this whale, with so many tuns of oil in 
his belly, ashore at Windsor? Wow shall I be re- 
venged on him? I think the best way were to enter- 
tain him with hope, till the wicked fire of lust have 
melted him in his own grease.—Did you ever hear the 
like? 

Mrs. Page. Letter for letter; but that the name of 
Page and Ford differs!—To thy great comfort in this 
mystery of ill opinions, here ’s the twin-brother of thy 
letter: but let thine inherit first; for, I protest, mine 
never shall. I warrant he hath a thousand of these 
letters, writ with blank space for different names, (sure 
more,) and these are of the second edition: He will 
print them out of doubt; for he cares not what he puts 
into the press when he would put us two. I had rather 
be a giantess, and lie under mount Pelion. Well, I 
will tind you twenty lascivious turtles, ere one chaste 
man. 

Mrs. Ford. Why, this is the very same; the very 
hand, the very words: What doth he think of us? 

Mrs. Page. Nay, I know not: It makes me almost 
ready to wrangle with mine own honesty. I ‘ll enter- 
tain myself like one that I am not acquainted withal; 
for, sure, unless he know some strain» in me, that I 
know not myself, he would never have boarded me in 
this fury. 

Mrs. Ford. Boarding, call you it? I Tl be sure to 
keep him above deck. : 

Mrs. Page. So will 1; if he come under my hatches 
Ill never to sea again. Let's be revenged on him; 
let ’s appoint him a meeting; give him a show of com- 


; ® This appears to have been a very popular song in Shakspere’s 
ime 


b Strain—turn, humour, disposition, 


80 MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. {Acr II, 


fort in his suit; and lead him on with a fine baited 
delay, till he hath pawned his horses to mine host of 
the Garter. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I will consent to act any villainy 
against him, that may not sully the chariness of our 
honesty. O, that my husband saw this letter! it would 
give eternal food to his jealousy. 

Mrs. Page. Why, look, where he comes; and my 
good man too; he ’s as far from jealousy as I am from 
giving him cause; and that, I hope, is an unmeasurable 
distance. 

Mrs. Ford. You are the happier woman. 

Mrs. Page. Let's consult together against this greasy 
kniglit: Come hither. [ They retire. 


Enter Forp, Pisrou, Pace, and Nr. 


Ford. Well, I hope it be not so. 

Pist. Hope is a curtall4 dog in some affairs : 
Sir John affects thy wife. 

Ford. Why, sir, my wife is not young. 

Pist. He wooes both high and low, both rich and poor 
Both young and old, one with another, Ford ; 

He loves the gally-mawfry ; Ford, perpend. 

Ford. Love my wife? 

Pist. With liver burning hot: Prevent, or go thou 
Like sir Actzon he, with Ringwood at thy heels :-— 
O, odious is the name. 

Ford. What name, sir? 

Pist. The horn, I say: Farewell 
Take heed ; have open eye; for thieves do foot by night: 
Take heed, ere summer comes, or cuckoo birds do sing. 
Away, sir corporal Nym.— 

Believe it, Page; he speaks sense.> [Exit Pisror. 


® Curtall dog. The ‘‘curtal dog"’ is, like the “curtal friar,” 


au expression of contempt. 
b Pistol confirms what Nym has been saying, aside, to Page, 
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Ford. I will be patient; I will find out this. 

Nym. And this is true; [to Pacz.] I like not the 
humour of lying. He hath wronged me in some hu- 
mours: I should have borne the humoured letter to her ; 
but I have a sword, and it shall bite upon my necessity. 
He loves your wife; there ’s the short and the long. 
My name is corporal Nym; I speak, and I avouch. 
°'T is true :—my name is Nym, and Falstaff loves your 
wife.-—Adieu! I love not the humour of bread and 
cheese. Adieu. Exit Ny. 

Page. “ The humour of it,” quoth ’a! here ‘s a fel- 
low frights humour out of his wits. 

Ford. I will seek out Falstatf. 

Page. I never heard sucha drawling, affecting rogue. 

Ford. If I do find it, well! 

Page. 1 will not believe such a Cataian,* though the 
priest o’ the town commended him for a true man. 

Ford. "T was a good sensible fellow: Well! 

Page. How now, Meg ? 

Mrs. Page. Whither go you, George ?—Hark you. 

Mrs. Ford. How now, sweet Frank? why art thou 
melancholy ? 

Ford. 1 melancholy! I am not melancholy.—Get 
you home, go. 

Mrs. Ford. ’Faith, thou hast some crotchets in thy 
head now.—Will you go, mistress Page ? 

Mrs. Page. Have with you.—You 'll come to din- 
ner, George? Look, who comes yonder: she shall be 
“our messenger to this paltry knight. 

[ Aside to Mrs. Forp. 


Enter Mrs. Quicxry. 


Mrs. Ford. Trust me, I thought on her: she ‘ll fit it. 
Mrs. Page. You are come to see my daughter Anne? 


® Catainn meant a liar, it is said, because the old travellers iu 
Cathay, such as Marco Polo and Mandeville, told incredible 
stories of that country. 
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Quick. Ay, forsooth. And I pray, how does good 

~mistress Anne ? 

Mrs. Page. Go in with us and see; we have an 
hour’s talk with you. [Exeunt Mrs. Pacs, Mus. 

Forp, and Mrs. Quick, 

Page. Wow now, master Ford ? 

Ford. You heard what this knave told me; did you 
not ? 

Page. Yes. And you heard what the other told me? 

Ford. Do you think there is truth in them ? 

Page. Hang ’em, slaves; I do not think the knight 
would offer it: but these that accuse him in his intent 
towards our wives are a yoke of his discarded men: 
very rogues, now they be out of service. 

Ford. Were they his men ? 

Page. Marry were they. 

Ford. 1 like it never the better for that.—Does he lie 
at the Garter ? 

Page. Ay, marry, does he. If he should intend this 
voyage towards my wife, I would turn her loose to him; 
and what he gets more of her than sharp words, let it lie 
on my head. 

Ford. I do not misdoubt my wife; but I would be 
Joth to turn them together: A man may be too confi- 
dent: I would have nothing Le on my head : I cannot 
be thus satisfied. 

Page. Look, where my ranting host of the Garter 
comes; there is either liquor in his pate, or money in 
te ae when he looks so merrily.—How now, mine 

ost 


Enter Hosr and SHALiLow. 


Host. How now, bully-rook? thou "rt a gentleman : 
cavalero-justice, I say! 

Shal. I follow, mine host, I follow.—Good even, and 
twenty, good master Page! Master Page, will you go 
with us? we have sport in hand. 
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oe Tell him, cavalero-justice: tell him, bully- 
rook. 

Shal. Sir, there is a fray to be fought, between sir 
Hugh the Welsh priest and Caius the French doctor. 

Ford. Good mine host o’ the Garter, a word. with you. 

Host. What say’st thou, my bully-rook ? 

[ They go aside, 

Shal. Will you [to Paax] go with us to behold it? 
My merry host hath had the measuring of their wea- 
pons; and, I think, hath appointed them contrary 
places; for, believe me, I hear the parson is no jester. 
Hark, I will tell you what our sport shall be. 

Host. Hast thou no suit against my knight, my 
guest-cavalier ? 

Ford. None, I protest ; but I ‘ll give you a pottle of 
burnt sack to give me recourse to him, and tell him my 
name is Brook: only for a jest. 

Host. My hand, bully; thou shalt have egress and 
regress ; said I well? and thy name shall be Brook: 
It is a merry knight. Will you go on, heers?® 

Shal. Have with you, mine host. 

Page. I have heard the Frenchman hath good skill 
in his rapier.> 

Shal. Tut, sir, I could have told you more: In 
these times you stand on distance, your passes, stocca- 
does, and I know not what: ’t is the heart, master Page ; 
*t is here, ’t is here. I have seen the time with my 
long sword I weuld have made you four tall fellows 
skip like rats. 


Teers. We think that the Host, whois fond of using foreign 
words which he has picked up from his guests, such as cavalero, 
Francisco, and varletto, employs the Dutch Heer, or the German 
err,—Sir, Master. Both words are pronounced nearly alike. 
He says, ‘* Will you go on, heers?” as he would say, if he had 
~ picke “P a French word, ‘‘ Will you go on, monsieurs ¢”’ 
b Shallow ridicules the formalities that belong to the use of 
the rapier, which those of the old school thought a cowardly 
weapon. \ 
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Host. Here, boys, here, here! shall we wag ? 
Page. Have with you:—I had rather hear them 
scold than fight. { Exeunt Host, Suau., and Pace. 
Ford. Though Page be a secure fool, and stands so 
firmly on his wife’s frailty, yet I cannot put off my 
opinion so easily: She was in his company at Page's 
house; and what they made there I know not. Well, 
I will look further into ’t: and I have a disguise to 
sound Falstaff: If I find her honest, I lose not my 
labour; if she be otherwise, ’t is labour well bestowed. 
[ Exit. 


SCENE II.—A Room in the Garter Inn. 
Enter Faustarry and Pisrou. 


Fal. I will not lend thee a penny. 

Pist. Why, then the world ’s mine oyster, 
Which I with sword will open. 

Fal. Not a penny. I have been content, sir, you 
should lay my countenance to pawn: I have grated 
upon my good friends for three reprieves for you and 
your coach-fellow, Nym; or else you had looked 
through the grate, like a geminy of baboons. I am 
damned in hell for swearing to gentlemen my friends 
you were good soldiers and tall fellows: and when 
mistress Bridget lost the handle of her fan, I took 't 
upon mine honour thou hadst it not. 

Pist. Didst not thou share? hadst thou not fifteen 
pence? 

Fal. Reason, you rogue, reason: Think’st thou I ‘ll 
endanger my soul gratis? At a word, hang no more 
about me, I am no gibbet for you :—go.—A short knife 
and a throng ;*—to your manor of Pickt-hatch,> go,— 


8 A short knife, &c. A knife to cut purses, and a mob to 
find them amonyst. 

b Pickt-hatch is mentioned in one of Ben Jonson's Eplgrams, 
in company with “‘ Mersh Lambeth and White Fryers.” 
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You ‘ll not bear a letter for me, you rogue!—You 
stand upon your honour!—Why, thou unconfinable 
baseness, it is as much as I can do to keep the terms of 
my honour precise. I, I, I myself sometimes, leaving 
the fear of Heaven on the left hand, and hiding mine 
honour in my necessity, am fain to shuffle, to hedge, 
and to lurch; and yet you, rogue, will ensconce your 
rags, your cat-a-mountain looks, your red-lattice 
phrases,” and your bold-beating oaths, under the shelter 
of your honour! You will not do it, you? 
Pist. I do relent. What would thou more of man? 


Enter Rosin. 
Rob. Sir, here ’s a woman would speak with you, 
Fal. Let her approach. 


Enter Mrs. Quickiy. 

Quick. Give your worship good morrow. 

Fal. Good morrow, good wife. 

Quick. Not so, an ’t please your worship. 

Fal. Good maid, then. 

Quick. Ill be sworn; as my mother was, the first 
hour I was born. 

Fal. I do believe the swearer: What with me? 

Quick. Shall I vouchsafe your worship a word or 
two? 
Fal. Two thousand, fair woman: and I ‘ll vouch- 
safe thee the hearing. 

Quick. There is one mistress Ford, sir ;—I pray, 
come a little nearer this ways :—I myself dwell with 
master doctor Caius. 

Fal. Well, on: Mistress Ford, you say,— 

Quick. Your worship says very true: I pray your 
worship, come a little nearer this ways. 

Fal. I warrant thee, nobody hears;—mine own 
people, mine own people. 

* Red-lattice phrases—alehouso terms. 
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Quick. Are they so? Heaven bless them, and make 
them his servants ! 

Fal. Well: Mistress Ford ;—what of her ? 

Quick. Why, sir, she’s a good creature. Lord, Lord! 
your worship ’s a wanton: Well, Heaven forgive you, 
and all of us, I pray ! 

Fal. Mistress Ford ;—come, mistress Ford,— 

Quick. Marry, this is the short and the long of it; 
you have brought her into such a canaries, as "tis won- 
derful. The best courtier of them all, when the court 
lay at Windsor, could never have brought her to such a 
canary. Yet there has been knights, and lords, and 
gentlemen, with their coaches; I warrant you, coach 
after coach,* letter after letter, gift after gift; smelling 
so sweetly (all musk), and so rushling, I warrant you, 
in silk and gold; and in such alligant terms; and in 
such wine and sugar of the best, and the fairest, that 
would have won any woman’s heart; and, I warrant 
you, they could never get an eye-wink of her.—I had 
myself twenty angels given me this morning; but I 
defy all angels, (in any such sort, as they say,) but in 
the way of honesty :—and, I warrant you, they could 
never get her so much as sip on a cup with the proudest 
of them all: and yet there has been earls, nay, which 
is more, pensioners ;» but, I warrant you, all is one with 
her. 

Fal. But what says she to me? be brief, my good 
she Mercury. 

Quick. Marry, she hath received your letter; for the 
which she thanks you a thousand times: and she gives 


® A bill was introduced during the session of 1601 to restrain 
the excessive use of coaches, 

b Pensioners might have been put higher than earls by Mis- 
tress Quickly, on account of their splendid dress. Shakspere 
alludes to this in ‘A Midsummer-Night’s Dream :’— 


* The yeaa tall her pensioners be, 
In their gold coats spots you see.” 
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you to notify, that her husband will be absence from 
his house between ten and eleven. 

Fal. Ten and eleven? 

Quick. Ay, forsooth; and then you may come and 
see the picture, she says, that you wot of ; master Ford, 
her husband, will be from home. Alas! the sweet 
woman leads an ill life with him; he’s avery jealousy 
man: she leads a very frampold® life with him, good 
heart. 

Fal. Ten and eleven: Woman, commend me to her; 
I will not fail her. 

Quick. Why, you say well: But Ihave another mes- 
senger to your worship: Mistress Page hath her hearty 
commendations to you too;—and let me tell you in 
your ear, she’s as fartuous a civil modest wife, and one 
(1 tell you) that will not miss you morning nor evening 
prayer, as any is in Windsor, whoe’er be the other: and 
she bade me tell your worship that her husband is sel- 
dom from home; hut, she hopes, there will come a 
time. I never knew a woman so dvte upon a man; 
surely, I think you have charms, Ja; yes, in truth. 

Fal. Not I, l assure thee; setting the attraction of 
my good parts aside, I have no other charms. 

Quick. Blessing on your heart for ’t! 

Fal. But, I pray thee, tell me this: has Ford’s wife 
and Page's wife acquainted each other how they love 
me ? 

Quick. That were a jest, indeed !—they have not 80 
little grace, I hope :—that were a trick, indeed! But 
mistress Page would desire you to send her your little 
page, of all loves: her husband has a marvellous in- 
fection to the little page; and, truly, master Page is an 
honest man. Never a wife in Windsor leads a better 
life than she does; do what she will, say what she will, 
take all, pay all, go to bed when she list, rise when she 


® Frampold—fretful, uneasy. 
b Ofals loves. This pretty antique phrase is now obsolete. 
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list, all is as she will; and, truly, she deserves it: for 
if there be a kind woman in Windsor, she is one. You 
must send her your page; no remedy. 

Fal. Why, I will. 

' Quick. Nay, but do so then: and, look you, he may 
coine and go between you both; and, in any case, have 
a nay-word, that you may know one another’s mind, 
and the boy never need to understand anything ; for ’t is 
not good that children should know any wickedness ; 
old folks, you know, have discretion, as they say, and 
know the world. 

Fal. Fare thee well: commend me to them both: 
there ’s my purse; Iam yet thy debtor.—Boy, go along 
with this woman.—This news distracts me! 

[Exeunt Quick.y and Rosin. 

Pist. This punk is one of Cupid’s carriers :— 3 
Clap on more sails; pursue, up with your fights ;° 
Give fire; she is my prize, or ocean whelm them all! 

[Exit Piston. 

Fal. Say'’st thou so, old Jack? go thy ways; I ‘11 
make more of thy old body than I have done. Will 
they yet look after thee? Wilt thou, after the expense 
of so much money, be now a gainer? Good body, I 
thank thee: Let them say, t is grossly done; so it be 
fairly done, no matter. 


Enter BarvoupH. 


Bard. Sir John, there ’s one master Brook below 
would fain speak with you, and he acquainted with 
you; and hath sent your worship a morning's draught 
of sack.» | 

Fal. Brook is his name ? 

Bard. Ay, sir. 


® Fights were short sails—fightiog sails. 

> Presents of wine were often sent from one guest in a tavern 
to aucther,—sometimes by way of a friendly memorial, and 
sometimes as an introduction to acquaintance. 
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Fal. Call him in; [Exit Barpo.pnu.] Such Brooks 
are welcome to me that o’erflow such liquor. Ah! ha! 
mistress Ford and mistress Page, have I encompassed 
you? go to; via! 


Re-enter Barpourpu, with Forp disguised. 


Ford. Bless you, sir. 

Fal. And you, sir: Would you speak with me? 

Ford. I make bold to press with so little preparation 
upon you. 

Fal. You ’re welcome. What’s your will? Give 
us leave, drawer. [Exit Barpo.pu. 

Ford. Sir, lama gentleman that have spent much; 
my name is Brook. 

Fal, Good master Brook, I desire more acquaintance 
of you. 

Ford. Good sir John, I sue for yours: not to charge 
you; for I must let you understand I think myself in 
better plight for a lender than you are: the which hath 
something emboldened me to this unseasoned intrusion : 
for they say, if money go before all ways do lie open. 

Fal. Money is a good soldier, sir, and will on. 

Ford. Troth, and I have a bag of money here troubles 
me: if you will help to bear it, sir John, take all, or 
half, for easing me of the carriage. 

Fal. Sir, I know not how I may deserve to be your 
porter. 

Ford. I will tell you, sir, if you will give me the 
hearing. 

Fal. Speak, good master Brook; I shall be glad to 
be your servant. 

Ford. Sir, I hear you are a scholar,—I will be brief 
with you,—and you have heen a man long known to 
me, though I had never so good means, as desire, to 
make myself acquainted with you. I shall discover a 
thing to you, wherein I must very much lay open mine 
own imperfection : but, good sir John, as you have one 
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eyc upon my follies, as you hear them unfolded, turn 
another into the xegister of your own; that I may pass 
with a reproof the easier, sith you yourself know how 
easy it is to be such an offender. 

Fal. Very well, sir; proceed. 

Ford. There is a gentlewoman in this town, her hus- 
band’s name is Ford. 

Fal. Well, sir. 

Ford. Ihave long loved her, and, I protest to you, 
bestowed much on her; followed her with a doting ob- 
servance; engrossed opportunities to meet her; fee’d 
every slight occasion that could but niggardly give me 
sight of her; not only bought many presents to give 
her, but have given largely to many, to know what she 
would have given; briefly, I have pursued her as love 
hath pursued me, which hath been on the wing of all 
occasions. But whatsoever I have merited, either in 
my mind, or in my means, meed, I am sure, I have re 
ceived none; unless experience be a jewel; that I have 
purchased at an infinite rate; and that hath taught me 
to say this: 

** Love like a shadow flies, when substance love pursues ; 

Pursuing that uhat flies, and flying what pursues.” 

Fal. Have you received no promise of satisfaction 
at her hands ? 

Ford. Never. 

Fal. Have you importuned her to such a purpose? - 

Ford. Never. 

Fal. Of what quality was your love then 2 

Ford. Like a fair house built on another man’s 
ground ; so that I have lost my edifice, by mistaking 
the place where I erected it. 

Fai. To what purpose have you unfolded this to me ? 

Ford. When I have told you that I have told you 
all. Some say, that, though she appear honest to me, 
yet, in other places, she enlargeth her mirth so far that 
there is shrewd construction made of her. Now, sir 
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John, here is the heart of my purpose : You are a gentle- 
man of excellent breeding, admirable discourse, of 
great admittance, authentic in your place and person, 
generally allowed for your many warlike, courtlike, and 
learned preparations. 

Fal. O, sir! 

Ford. Believe it, for you know it :—There is money ; 
spend it, spend it; spend more; spend all I have; only 
give me so much of your time in exchange of it, as to 
lay an amiable siege to the honesty of this Ford’s wife: 
use your art of wooing, win her to consent to you; if 
any man may, you may as soon as any. 

Fal. Would it apply well to the vehemency of your 
affection, that I should win what you would enjoy ? 
Methinks, you prescribe to yourself very preposterously. 

Ford. O, understand my drift! she dwells so securely 
on the excellency of her honour, that the folly of my 
soul dares not present itself; she is too bright to be 
looked against. Now, could I come to her with any 
detection in my hand, my desires had instance and 
argument to commend themselves: I could drive her 
then from the ward of her purity, her reputation, her 
marriage vow, and a thousand other her defences, wl.ich 
now are too too strongly embattled against me: What 
say you to ’t, sir John ? 

Fal. Master Brook, I will first make bold with your 
money ; next, give me your hand; and last, as I ama 
gentleman, you shall, if you will, enjoy Ford’s wife. 

Ford. O good sir! : 

Fal. I say you shall. 

Ford. Want no money, sir John, you shall want none. 

fal. Want no mistress Ford, master Brook, you shall 
want none. I shall be with her, (I may tell you,) by 
her own appointment; even as you came in to me, her 
assistant, or go-between, parted from me: I say, I shall 
be with her between ten and eleven; for at that time 
the jealous rascally knave, her husband, will be forth. 
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Cume you to me at night; you shall know how I 
speed. 

Ford. I am blessed in your acquaintance. Do yon 
know Ford, sir ? 

Fal. Hang him, poor cuckoldly knave! I know him 
not :—yet I wrong him to call him poor; they say the 
jealous wittolly knave hath masses of money ; for the 
which his wife seems to me well-favoured. I will use 
her as the key of the cuckoldly rogue’s coffer; and there ‘s 
my harvest-home. - 

Ford. I would you knew Ford, sir; that you might 
avoid him if you saw him. 

Fal, Hang him, mechanical salt-butter rogue! I will 
stare him out of his wits; I will awe him with my 
cudgel; it shall hang like a meteor o'er the cuckold’s 
horns: master Brook, thou shalt know I will predo- 
minate over the peasant, and thou shalt lie with his 
wife.-—Come to me snon at night:—Ford's a knave, 
and I will aggravate his style; thou, master Brook, 
shalt know him for knave and cuckold :—come to me 
soon at night. [ Ezit. 

Ford. What a damned Epicurean rascal is this !— 
My heart is ready to crack with impatience.—Who 
says, this is improvident jealousy? My wife hath sent 
to him, the hour is fixed, the match is made. Would 
any man have thought this ?—See the hell of having a 
false woman! My bed shall be abused, my coffers ran- 
sacked, my reputation gnawn at; and J shall not only 
receive this villainous wrong, but stand under the ado 
tion of abominable terms, and by him that does me this 
wrong. Terms! names! —Amaimon sounds well; 
Lucifer, well; Barbason, well; yet they are devils’ 
additions, the names of fiends! but cuckold! wittol- 
cuckold! the devil himself hath not such a name. Page 
is an ass, a secure ass! he will trust his wife, he will not 
be jealous; I will rather trust a Fleming with my 
butter, parson Hugh the Welshman with my cheese, an 
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Irishman with my aqua-vita bottle, or a thief to walk 
my ambling gelding, than my wife with herself: then 
she plots, then she ruminates, then she devises; and 
what they think in their hearts they may effect they 
will break their hearts but they will effect. Heaven 
be praised for my jealousy !—Eleven o’clock the hour. 
—lI will prevent this, detect my wife, be revenged on 
Falstaff, and laugh at Page. I will about it; better 
three hours too soon than a minute too late. Fie, fie, fie! 
cuckold! cuckold! cuckold! [ Excit, 


SCENE III.—F%eld near Windsor. 
Enter Carus and Ruasy. 

Caius. Jack Rugby! 

Rug. Sir. 

Caius. Vat is the clock, Jack ? 

Rug. ’T is past the hour, sir, that sir Hugh promised 
to meet. 

Caius. By gar, he has save his soul, dat he is no 
come; he has pray his Pible vell, dat he is nu come; 
by gar, Jack Rugby, he is dead already if he be come. 

Rug. He is wise, sir; he knew your worship would 
kill him if he came. 

Caius. By gar, de herring is no dead so as I vill 
kill him. Take your rapier, Jack ; I vill tell you how 
I vill kill him. 

Rug. Alas, sir, I cannot fence. . 

Catus. Villainy, take your rapier. 

Rug. Forbear ; here ’s company. 


Enter Host, SHaLttow, SLENDER, and Paag. 
Host. ’Bless thee, bully doctor. 
Shal. Save you, master doctor Caius. 
Page. Now, good master doctor. 
Slen. Give you good-morrow, sir. 
Caius. Vat be all you, one, two, tree, four, come for ? 
Host. To see thee fight, to see thee foin, to see the> 
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traverse, to see thee here, to see thee there; to see thee 
pass thy punto, thy stock, thy reverse, thy distance, thy 
montant. Is he dead, my Ethiopian? is he dead, my 
Francisco? ha, bully! What says my Aisculapius ? 
my Galen? my heart of elder? ha! is he dead, bully 
Stale? is he dead ? 

Caius. By gar, he is de coward Jack priest of the 
vorld ; he is not show his face. 

Host. Thou art. a Castilian,® king Urinal! Hector 
of Greece, my boy! 

Caius. I pray you, bear vitness that me have stay six 
or seven, two, tree hours for him, and he is no come. 

Shal. He is the wiser man, master doctor: he is a 
curer of souls and you a curer of bodies; if you should 
fight, you go against. the hair of your professions; is it 
not true, master Page? 

Page. Master Shallow, you have yourself been a 
great fighter, though now a man of peace. 

Shal. Bodykins, master Page, though I now be old, 
and of the peace, if I see a sword out my finger itches 
to make one: though we are justices, and doctors, and 
churchmen, master Page, we have some salt of our 
youth in us; we are the sons of women, master Page. 

Page. ’T is true, master Shallow. 

Shal. It will be found so, master Page. Master 
doctor Caius, I am come to fetch you home. I am sworn 
of the peace; you have showed yourself a wise physician, 
and sir Hugh hath shown himself a wise and patient 
churchman: you must go with me, master doctor. 

Host. Pardon, guest justice :—ah, monsieur Mock- 
water.> 

Caius. Mock-vater! vat is dat ? 


* Castilian. The Host ridicules the Doctor through his igno- 
rance of English. He is a ‘‘ heart of elder,” the elder being 
filled with soft pith; he is a Castilian, that mame being an 
opprobrious designation for the Spaniards. 

b Mock-water, or muck-water, was some allusion to the pro- 
fession of Caius. 
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Host. Mock-water, in our English tongue, is valour, 
bully. 

Caius. By gar, then I have as much mock-vater as 
de Englishman :—Scurvy jack-dog priest! by gar, me 
vill cut his ears. 

Host. He will clapper-claw thee tightly, bully. 

Caius. Clapper-de-claw ! vat is dat ? 

Host. That is, he will make thee amends. 

Caius. By gar, me do look he shal] clapper-de-claw 
me; for, by gar, me vill have it. 

Host, And I will provoke him to ’t, or let bim wag. 

Caius. Me tank you for dat. 

Host. And, moreover, bully,—But first, master guest, 
and master Page, and eke cavalero Slender, go you 
through the town to Frogmore. | Aside to them. 

Page. Sir Hugh is there, is he ? 

Host. He is there: see what humour he is in; and I 
will bring the doctor about by the fields: will it do well? — 

Shal. We will do it. 

Page, Shail., and Slen. Adieu, good master doctor. 

[ Ezeunt Paar, Sua.., and SLEN. 

Caius. By gar, me vill kill de priest; for he speak 
for a jack-an-ape to Anne Page. 

Host. Let him die: sheathe thy impatience; throw 
cold water on thy choler: go about the fields with me 
through Frogmore; I will bring thee where mistress 
Anne Page is, at a farm-house, a feasting: and thou 
shalt woo her: Cried game?® said I well? 

Caius. By gar, me tank you vor dat: by gar, I love 
you; and I shall procure-a you de good guest, de earl, 
de knight, de lords, de gentlemen, my patients. 

Host. For the which I will be thy adversary toward 
Anne Page; said I well ? 

Caius. By gar, ’t is good; vell said. 

Host. Let us wag then. 

Caius. Come at my heels, Jack Rugby. [Eeunt 


* Cried game. The meaning would be perfectly obvious were 
we to read Cried I game. 
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ACT If. . 


SCENE ].—A Field near Frogmore. 


Enter Sir Huau Evans and Simp.e. 


Eva. I pray you now, good master Slender’s serving- 
man, and friend Simple by your name, which way have 
you looked for master Caius, that calls himself doctor 
of physic ? 

Stim. Marry, sir, the pittie-ward,» the park-ward, 
every way; old Windsor way, and every way but the 
town way. 

Eva. I most fehemently desire you, you will also 
look that way. 

Sim. I will, sir. 

Eva. Pless my soul! how full of cholers I am, and 
trempling of mind!—I shall be glad if he have de 
ceived me :—how melancholies I am! I will knog his 
urinals about his knave'’s custard, when I have good 
opportunities for the ’ork—pless my soul! [ Sings. 

To shallow rivers, to whose falls 
Melodions birds sing madrigals; 
There will we make our peds of roses, 


And a thousand fragrant posies. 
To shallow— 


"Mercy on me! I have a great dispositions to cry. 


Melodious birds sing madrigals: 

When as I sat in Pabylon,— 

And a thousand vagram posies. 
To shallow— 


Sim. Yonder he is coming, this way, sir Hugh. 


® Pittte-ward is of the same import as petty-ward. A part of 
Windsor Castle is still called the dower ward, and in the same 
way another part might have been known as the park-ward, 
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Eva. He ’s welcome: 
To shallow rivers, to whose falls,-—* 


Heaven prosper the right !— What weapons is he? 

_ Sim. No weapons, sir: There comes my master, 
master Shallow, and another gentleman froin Frogmore, 
over the stile, this way. 

_ Eva. Pray you, give me my gown; or else keep it 
in your arms. 


Enter Paces, SHALLOW, and SLENDER. 


Shal. How now, master parson? Good morrow, 
good sir Hugh. Keep a gamester from the dice, and a 
good student from his book, and it is wonderful. 

Sten. Ah, sweet Anne Page! 

Page. Save you, good sir Hugh ! 

Eva. Pless you from his mercy sake, all of you! 

Shal. What! the sword and the word; do you study 
them both, master parson ? 

Page. And youthful still, in your doublet and hose, 
this raw rheumatic day ? 

Eva. There is reasons and causes for it. 

Page. We are come to you to do a good office, 
master parson. 

Eva. Fery well: What is it? 

Page. Yonder is a most reverend gentleman, whe 
belike, having received wrong by some person, is at 
most odds with his own gravity and patience, that ever 
you saw. 

Shal. I have lived fourscore years and upward; 1 
never heard a man of his place, gravity, and learning, 
80 wide of his own respect. 

Eva. What is he ? 

Page. I think you know him; master doctor Caius, 
the renowned French physician. 

™ The exquisite little poem whence this couplet is quoted is 
found in the edition of Shakspere’s Sonnets printed by Jaggard 
ta 1598; but is given to Marlowe in ‘ Englaud’s Helicon’ 16c0 

VOL. III. D 
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Eva. Got’s will, and his passion of my heart! J had 
as lief you would tell me of a mess of porridge. 

Page. Why ? 

Eva. He has no more knowledge in Hibocrates and 
Galen,—ani he is a knave besides; a cowardly knave, 
as you would desires to be acquainted withal. 

Page. I warrant you, he’s the man should fight 
with him. 

Slen. O, swect Anne Page ! 

Shal. It appears so, by his weapons :—Keep them 
asunder ;—here comes doctor Caius. 


Enter Wost, Carus, and Ruasy. 


Page. Nay, good master parson, keep in your 
weapon. 

Shal. So do you, good master doctor. 

Host. Disarm them, and let them question; let 
them keep their limbs whole, and hack our English. 

Caius. I pray you let-a me speak a word vit your 
ear; Verefore vill you not meet-a me ? 

Eva. Pray you, use your patience: in good time. 

Caius. By gar, you are de coward, de Jack dog, 
Jobn ape. 

Iva. Pray you, let us not be laughing-stogs to other 
men’s humours; I desire you in friendship, and I will 
one way or other make you amends :—I will knog your 
urinal about your knave’s cogscomb for missing your 
meetings and appointments. 

Caius. Diable !—Jack Rugby,—mine host de Jar- 
terre, have I not stay for him, to kill him? have I not, 
at de place I did appoint? — 

Eva. As Jam a christians soul, now, look you, this 
is the place appointed; I "Jl be judgment by mine 
host of the Garter. 

Host. Peace, I say, Guallia and Gaul; French and 
Welsh; soul-curer and body-curer. 

Caius, Ay, dat is very good! excellent! 
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Host. Peace, I say; hear mine host of the Garter. 
Am I politic? am I subtle? am Ia Machiavel? Shall 
I lose my doctor? no; he gives me the potions, and the 
motions. Shall I lose my parson? my priest? my sir 
Hugh? no; he gives me the proverbs and the no- 
verbs.—Give me thy hand, terrestrial ; so:—Give me 
thy hand, celestial; so. Boys of art, I have de- 
ceived you both ; I have directed you to wrong places ; 
your hearts are mighty, your skins are whole, and let 
burnt sack be the issue.—Come, lay their swords to 
pawn :—Follow me, lad of peace; follow, follow, 
follow. 

Shal. Trust me, a mad host :—Follow, gentlemen, 
follow. 

Sten. O, sweet Anne Page! 

[Lxeunt Sua, SLEN., Paau, and Host. 

Caius. Ha! dol perceive dat? have you make-a 
de sot of us? ha, ha! 

Eva. This is well; he has made us his vlouting- 
stog.—I desire you that we may be friends; and let us 
knog our prains together, to be revenge on this same 
scall,« scurvy, cogging companion, the host of the 
Garter. 

Caius, By gar, vit all my heart; he promise to 
bring me vere is Anne Page; by gar, he deceive me 
too. 

Eva. Well, I will smite his noddles:—Pray you, 
follow. [Leceunt. 


SCENE IIL.—The Street in Windsor. 
Enter Misrress Pace and Ronin. 


Mrs. Page. Nay, keep your way, little gallant; you 
were wont to be a follower, but now you are a leader: 
Whether had you rather lead mine eyes, or eye your 
master’s heels ? 


® Scall—scald. Thus Fluellen, ‘ scald knave.” 
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Rob. I had rather, forsooth, go before you like a man, 
than follow him like a dwarf. 

Mrs. Page. O you are a flattering boy; now, I see 
you "ll be a courtier. 


Enter Forp. 


Ford. Well met, mistress Page: Whither go you? 

Mrs. Page. Truly, sir, to see your wife; Is she at 
home ? 

Ford. Ay; and as idle as she may hang together, 
for want of company. I think if your husbands were 
dead, you two would marry. 

Mrs. Page. Be sure of that,—two other husbands. 

Ford. Where had you this pretty weathercock ? 

Mrs. Page. I cannot tell what the dickens his name 
is my husband had him of: What do you call your 
knight’s name, sirrah ? 

Rob, Sir John Falstaff. 

Ford. Sir John Falstaff! 

Mrs. Page. He, he; I can never hit on ’s name.— 
There is such a league between my good man and he! 
—Is your wife at home, indeed ? 

Ford. Indeed, she is. 

Mrs. Page. By your leave, sir:—I am sick, till I 
see her. [Exeunt Mrs. Pacs and Rosin. 

Ford. Has Page any brains? hath he any eyes? 
hath he any thinking? Sure, they sleep; he hath no 
use of them. Why, this boy will carry a letter twenty 
miles, as easy as a cannon will shoot point-blank twelve 
score. He pieces out his wife’s inclination; he gives 
her folly motion and advantage: and now she ’s going 
to my wife, and Falstaff’s boy with her. A man ma 
hear this shower sing in the wind!—and Falstaff’s boy 
with her !—-Good plots!—they are laid; and our re- 
volted wives share damnation together. Well; I will 
take him, then torture my wife, pluck the borrowed 
veil of modesty from the so seeming mistress Page, 
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divulge Page himself for a secure and wilful Acteon; 
and to these violent proceedings all my neighbours 
shall cry aim. [Clock strikes.| The clock gives me 
my cue, and my assurance bids me search; There I 
shall find Falstaff: I shall be rather praised for this 
than mocked; for it is as positive as the earth is firm 
that Falstaff is there: I will go. 


Enter Paar, SHau.tow, SLENDER, Host, Sir Huan 
Evans, Caius, and Ruany. 


Shal. Page, &c. Well met, master Ford. 

Ford. Trust me, a good knot: I have good cheer at 
home; and, I pray you all go with me. 

Shal. I must excuse myself, master Ford. 

Slen. And so must I, sir; we have appointed to dine 
with mistress Anne, and I would not break with her for 
more money than I ’ll speak of. 

Shal. We have lingered about a match between 
Anne Page and my cousin Slender, and this day we 
shall have our answer. 

Slen. I hope I have your good will, father Page. 

Page. You have, master Slender; I stand wholly 
for you :—but my wife, master doctor, is for you alto- 
gether. 

Caius. Ay, by gar; and de maid is love-a me: my 
nursh-a Quickly tell me so mush. 

Host. What say you to young master Fenton? he 
capers, he dances, he has eyes of youth, he writes verses, 
lhe speaks holiday, he smells April and May: he will 
carry ‘t, he will carry ‘t; °t is in his buttons; he will 
carry 't. 

Paye. Not by my consent, I promise you. The 
gentleman is of no having; he kept company with the 


® A very similar phrase is common in the midland counties: 
**Tt does not lie in your breeches,”—meaning it is not within 
_ your compass :—‘* ’t is in his buttons ” therefore means,—he ‘8 
the man to do it—his buttons hoid the mau. 
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wild prince and Poins; he is of too high a region, he 
knows too much. No, he shall not knit a knot in his 
fortunes with the finger of my substance: if he take 
her, let him take her simply ; the wealth I have waits 
on my consent, and my consent goes not that way. 

Ford, I beseech you, heartily, some of you go home 
with me to dinner: besides your cheer, you shall have 
ee ; I will show you a monster.— Master doctor, you 
shall go 3;—so shall you, master Page ;—-and you, sir 
Hugh. 

Shal. Well, fare you well :—we shall have the freer 
wooing at master Paze’s. [| Exeunt Suan. and Sien, 

Caius. Go home, Jolin Rugby; I come anon. 

[Exit Ruepy, 

Host. Farewell, my hearts: I will to my honest 
knight Falstaff, and drink canary with him. [ Zxit Host. 

Ford. ee I think I shal] drink in_pipe-wine* 
first with him; I ‘11 make him dance. Will you go, 


gentles ? 
All. Have with you, to see this monster. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE III.—A Room in Ford’s House, 


Inter Mrs. Forp and Mrs. Paar. 


Mrs. Ford, What, Jolin! What, Robert ! 
Mrs. Page. Quickly, quickly : Is the buck-basket— 
Mrs. Ford. I warrant :—What, Robin, I say ! 


Enter Servants, with a basket. 


Mrs. Page. Come, come, come. 

Mrs. Ford. Here, set it down. 

Mrs. Page. Give your men the charge; we must be 
brief. 

Mrs. Ford. Marry, as I told you before, Jchn, and 
Robert, be ready here hard by in the brew-house; and 
when I suddenly call you, come forth, and (without 


® Pipe-wine. Ford will pipe while Falstaff dances. 
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any pause or staggering) take this basket on your 
shoulders: that done, trudge with it in all haste, and 
carry it among the whitsters* in Datchet mead, and 
there empty it in the muddy ditch, close by the 
Thames side. 

Mrs. Page. You will do it ? 

Mrs. Ford. I have told them over and over; they 
lack no direction: Be gone, and come when you are 
called. Exeunt Servants. 

Mrs, Page. Here comes little Robin. 


Enter Rosin. 


Mrs. Ford. How now, my ecyas-musket?® what 
news with you? 

Rob. My master, sir John, is come in at your back- 
door, mistress Ford; and requests your company. 

Mrs. Page. You little Jack-a-lent,* have you been 
true to us? 

Rob. Ay, I *U be sworn: My master knows not of 
your being here; and hath threatened to put me into 
everlasting liberty if I tell you of it; for, he swears, 
he “ll turn me away. 

Mrs. Page. Thou ’rt a good boy; this secrecy of 
thine shall be a tailor to thee, and shall make thee a 
new doublet and hose. I ‘ll go hide me. 

Mrs. Ford. Do so:—Go tell thy master I am alone. 
Mistress Page, remember you your cue. [Lait Ronin, 

Mrs. Page. I warrant thee; if I do not act it, hiss 
me. [Exit Mrs. Paar. 

Mrs. Ford. Go to then; we ‘Il use this unwholesome 
humidity, this gross watery pumpion. We ‘ll teach 
him to know turtles from jays. 


® Whitsters. A launder is still called a whitster. 

b Eyes-musket. ‘The musket is the small eparrow-hawk ; the 
eyas is u general name for a very young hawk. 

° Jack-a-lent—a puppet thrown at in Lent. 
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Enter Fausvarr. 


Fal, Have I caught thee, my heavenly jewel % 
Why, now let me die, for I have lived long enough; 
this is the period of my ambition. © this blessed hour! 

Mrs. Ford. O sweet sir John! 

Fal, Mistress Ford, I cannot cog, I cannot prate, 
mistress Ford. Now shall I sin in my wish: I would 
thy husband were dead. Ill speak it before the best 
lord, I would make thee my lady. 

Mrs. Ford. I your lady, sir John! alas, I should be 
a pitiful lady. 

Fal. Let the court of France show me such another. 
I see how thine eye would emulate the diamond: Thou 
hast the right arched beauty of the brow, that becomes 
the ship-tire, the tire-valiant, or any tire of Venetian 
admittance. 

Mrs. Ford, A plain kerchief, sir John: my brows 
become nothing else; nor that well neither. 

Fal. Thou art a tyrant to say so; thou wouldst make 
an absolute courtier; and the firm fixture of thy foot 
would give an excellent motion to thy gait, in a semi- 
circled farthingale. I see what thou wert, if Fortune 
thy foe were not, Nature thy friend: Come, thou canst 
not hide it. 5 

Mis. Ford. Believe me, there’s no such thing in 
me. 

Fal. What made me love thee? let that persuade 
thee there ’s something extraordinary in thee. Come, I 
cannot cog, and say thou art this and that, like a many 
of these lisping hawthorn-buds, that come like women in 
men’s apparel, and smell like Bucklersbury in simple- 


® « Have I caught my heavenly jewel” is the first line of a 
song in Sidney’s * Astrophel and Stella.’ 
» “ Fortune, my foe,” was the beginning of an old ballad. 
We do not think that a perfect sense can be made of the passage 
as itstands. The meaning, no doubt, is, if Fortune were sub 
dued by Nature, thou wouldst be unparalleled. 
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time :* I cannot: but I love thee; none but thee; and 
thou deservest it. 

Mrs. Ford. Do not betray me, sir. I fear you love 
mistress Page. 

Fal. Thou mightstas well say I love to walk by the 
Counter-gate; which is as hateful to me as the reek of 
a lime-kiln. 

Mrs. Ford, Well, Heaven knows how I love you; 
and you shall one day find it. 

Fal. Keep in that mind; I "ll deserve it. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I must tell you, so you do; or 
else I could not. be in that mind. 

Rob. (within.| Mistress Ford, mistress Ford! here ’s 
mistress Page at the door, sweating, and blowing, and 
looking wildly, and would needs speak with you pre- 
sently. 

Fal. She shall not see me; I will ensconce me be- 
hind the arras. 

Mrs. Ford. Pray you, do so: she’s a very tattling 
woman. [Fausrarr hides himself, 


Enter Misrress Pace and Rosin. 


What ’s the matter? how now ? 

Mrs. Page. O mistress Ford, what have you done ? 
You ‘re shamed, you ‘re overthrown, you ’re undone for 
ever. 

Mrs. Ford. Whats the matter, good mistress Page ? 

Mrs. Page. O well-a-day, mistress Ford! having an 
honest man to your husband, to give him such cause of 
suspicion ! 

Mrs. Ford, What cause of suspicion ? 

Mrs. Page. What cause of suspicion ?—Out upon 
you! how am I mistook in you! 

Mrs. Ford, Why, alas! what ’s the matter ? 

“frs. Page. Your husband ’s coming hither, woman, 


Bucklersbury, in the time of Shakspere, was chiefly inha- 
hited hy darnovicts. whn then did tha nffisa af the harhnlict. 
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with all the officers in Windsor, to search for a gentle- 
man that, he says, is here now in the house, by your 
consent, to take an ill advantage of his absence: You 
are undone. 

Mrs. Ford. "T is not so, I hope. 

Mrs. Page. Pray Heaven it be not so, that you have 
such a man here; but ’t is most certain your husband ’s 
coming, with half Windsor at his heels, to search for 
such a one. ’ I come before to tell you. If you know 
yourself clear, why, I am glad of it: but if you have a 
friend here, convey, convey him out. Be not amazed; 
call all your senses to you; defend your reputation, or 
bid farewell to your good life for ever. 

Mrs. Ford. What shall I do?—There is a gentleman, 
my dear friend; and I fear not mine own shame go 
much as his peril: I had rather than a thousand pound 
he were out of the house. 

Mrs. Page. For shame, never stand “ you had rather,” 
and “ you had rather;”” your husband ’s here at hand; 
bethink you of some conveyance: in the house you 
cannot hide him.—O, how have you deceived me!— 
Look, here is a basket; if he be of any reasonable sta- 
ture, he may creep in here; and throw foul linen upon 
him, as if it were going to bucking: Or, it is whiting- 
time, send him by your two men to Datchet mead. 

: ae Ford. He ’s too big to go in there: What shall 
do? 


Re-enter FAusrary, 


fal. Let me see ’t, let me see’t! O let me see ’t! 
I'l] in, Ill in; follow your friend’s counsel ;—I’]] in. 
Mrs. Page. What! Sir John Falstaff! Are these 
your letters, knight? 
Fal. I love thee. Help me away: let me creep in 
here; 1 "ll never— 
[He goes into the basket ; they cover him 
with foul linen. 
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Mrs. Page. Help to cover your master, boy: Cuall 
your men, mistress Ford :—You dissembling knight! 

Mrs. Ford. What John, Robert, John! [ Lait 
Rosin. Re-enter Servants.]| Go take up these 
clothes here, quickly ; where ’s the cowl-staff?« look, 
how you drumble; carry them to the Jaundress in 
Datchet mead ; quickly, come. 


Enter Fornp, Paar, Carus, and Sir Huan Evans. 


Ford. Pray you, come near: if I suspect without 
cause, why then make sport at me, then let me be your 
jest; I deserve it——How now? whither bear you this ? 

Serv. To the laundress, forsooth. 

Mrs. Ford. Why, what have you to do whither they 
bear it? You were best meddle with buck-washing. 

Ford. Buck? I would I could wash myself of the 
buck! Buck, buck, buck? Ay, buck; I warrant you, 
buck; and of the season too, it shall appear. [Exeunt 
Servants with the basket.| Gentlemen, I have dreamed 
to-night; I ‘ll tell you my dream. Here, here, here 
be my keys: ascend my chambers, search, seek, find 
out: 1 ‘ll warrant we ‘ll unkennel the fox :—Let me 
stop this way first :—so, now uncape. 

Page. Good master Ford, be contented: you wrong 
yourself too much. 

Ford. True, master Page—Up, gentlemen; you 
shall see sport anon: follow me, gentlemen. [ Exit. 

Eva. This is fery fantastical humours and jealousies. 

Caius. By gar, tis no de fashion of France: it is 
not jealous in France. 

Page. Nay, follow him, gentlemen; see the issue of 
his search. [Exeunt Evans, Paas, and Caius. 

Mrs. Page. Is there not a double excellency in this? 

Mrs. Ford. I know not which pleases me better, that 
my husband is deceived, or sir John. 


® A cowl-staf’ is explained to be a staff used for carrying a 
basket with two handles, 
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Mrs. Page. What a taking was he in, when your 
husband asked who was in the basket! 

Mrs. Ford. Iam half afraid he will have need of 
washing ; so throwing him into the water wil] do him 
a benefit. 

Mrs. Page. Wang him, dishonest rascal! I would 
all of the same strain were in the same distress. 

Mrs. Ford. I think my husband hath some special 
suspicion of Falstaff’s being here; for I never saw him 
sv gross in his jealousy till now. 

Mrs. Page. I will Jay a plot to try that: And we 
will yet have more tricks with Falstaff: his dissolute 
disease will scarce obey this medicine. 

Mrs. Ford. Shall we send that foolish carrion, mis- 
tress Quickly, to him, and excuse his throwing into the 
water; and give him another hope, to betray him to 
another punishment ? , 

Mrs, Page. We will do it; let him be sent for to- 
morrow eight o'clock, to have amends. 


Re-enter Foryv, Pace, Carus, and Sir Huan Evans. 


Ford. I cannot find him: may be the knave bragged 
of that he could not compass. 

Mrs. Page. Heard you that ? 

Mrs. Ford. You use me well, master Ford, do you ? 

Ford. Ay, 1 do so. 

Mrs. Ford. Heaven make you better than your 
thoughts ! 

Ford. Amen. 

Mrs. Page. You do yourself mighty wrong, master 
Ford. 

Ford. Ay, ay; I must bear it. 

Eva. If there be any pody in the house, and in the 
chambers, and in the coffers, and in the preaes, Heaven 
forgive my sins at the day of judgment! 

Caius. By gar, nor I too; dere is no bodies. 

Page. Fie, tie, master Ford! are you not ashamed ? 
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What spirit, what devil suggests this imagination? I 
would not have your distemper in this kind, for the 
wealth of Windsor Castle. 

Ford. "T is my fault, master Page: I suffer for it. 

Eva. You suffer for a pad conscience: your wife is 
as honest a ‘omans as I will desires among five thou- 
sand, and five hundred too. 

Caius. By gar, I see ’t is an honest woman. 

Ford. Well;—I promised you a dinner :-—Come, 
come, walk in the park: I pray you, pardon me; 1 
will hereafter make known to you why I have done 
this.—Come, wife ;—come, mistress Page; I pray you, 
pardon me; pray heartily, pardon me. 

Page. Let ’s go in, gentlemen; but, trust me, we ‘Il 
mock him. I do invite you to-morrow morning to my 
house to breakfast: after, we ‘ll a-birding together; I 
have a fine hawk for the bush: Shall it be so ? 

Ford. Anything. 

Eva. If there is one, I shall make two in the com- 
pany. 

Caius. If there be one or two, I shall make-a de tird. 

Ford. Pray you go, master Page. 

Eva. I pray you now, remembrance to-morrow on 
the lousy knave, mine host. 

Caius. Dat is good; by gar, vit all my heart. 

Eva. A Jousy knave; tu have his gibes and his 
mockeries. [ Zsacctened. 


SCENE IV.—A Room in Page's House. 


Enter Fenton and Mistress ANNE PaGE. 


Fent. I see I cannot get thy father’s love ; 
Therefore no more turn me to him, sweet Nan. 

Anne. Alas! how then? 

Fent. Why, thou must be thyself 
He doth object, I am too great of birth ; 
And that, my state being gall’d with my expense, 
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I seek to heal it only by his wealth: 
Besides these, other bars he Jays before me,— 
My riots past, my wild societies ; 
And tells me, ’t is a thing impossible 
I should love thee, but as a property. 

Anne. May be, he tells you true. 

Fent. No, Heaven so speed mein my time to come! 
Albeit, I will confess thy father’s wealth 
Was the first motive that I woo'd thee, Anne : 
Yet, wooing thee, I found thee of more value 
Than stamps in gold, or sums in sealed bags ; 
And ’t is the very riches of thyself 
That now I ait at. 

Anne. Gentle master Fenton, 
Yet seek my father’s love; still seek it, sir: 
If opportunity and humblest suit 
Cannot attain it, why then—Hark you hither. 

[ They converse apart. 


Enter Suattow, SLenpER, and Mrs. Quickty. 


Shal. Break their talk, mistress Quickly; my kins- 
man shall speak for himself. 

Slen. I'll make a shaft or a bolt on’t: slid, "tis but 
venturing. 

Shal. Be not dismayed. 

Slen. No, she shall not dismay me: I care not for 
that,—but that I am afeard. 

Quick. Hark ye; master Slender would speak a 
word with you. 

Anne. I come to him.—This is my father’s choice. 
O, what a world of vile ill-favour'’d faults 
Looks handsome in three hundred pounds a-yedr ! 

[ Aside. 

Quick. And how does good master Fenton? Pray 
you, a word with you. 

Shal. She’s coming; to her, coz. O boy, thou hadst 
a father! 
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Slen. I had a father, mistress Anne;—my uncle can 
tell you good jests of him :—Pray you, uncle, tell mis- 
tress Anne the jest, how my father stole two geese out 
of a pen, good uncle. 

Shal. Mistress Anne, my cousin loves you. 

Slen. Ay, that Ido; as well as I love any womai 
in Glostershire. 

Shal. He will maintain you like a gentlewoman. 

Slen. Ay, that I will, come cut and long-tail,* under 
the degree of a ’squire, 

Shal. He will make you a hundred and fifty pounds 
jointure. 

Anne. Good master Shallow, Ict him woo for himself. 

Shai. Marry, I thank you for it; I thank you for 
that good comfort. She calls you, coz: I ’Il leave you. 

Anne. Now, master Slender. 

Slen. Now, good mistress Anne. 

Anne. What is your will ? 

Slen. My will? ’od’s heartlings, that’s a pretty jest, 
indeed! I ne’er made my will yet, I thank Heaven; I 
am not such a sickly creature, I give Heaven praise. 

oe I mean, master Slender, what would you with 
me 

Slen. Truly, for mine own part, I would little or 
nothing with you: Your father, and my uncle, have 
made motions: if it be my luck, so; if not, happy man 
be his dole! They can tell you how things go better 
than I can: You may ask your father; here he comes. 


Enter Paas and Mistress Paar. 
Page. Now, master Slender :—Love him, daughtar 
Anne.— 
Why, bow now! what does master Fenton here ? 
You wrong me, sir, thus still to haunt my house : 
I told you, sir, my daughter is dispos’d of. 
* Come cut and long-tail tee to mean, come people of all 


degrees—long-tail as opposed to bub-tat/, a member of the wor- 
shipful firm of Tag, Rag, and Co. 
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Fent. Nay, master Page, be not impatient. 

Mrs. Page. Good master Fenton, come not to my 

child. 

Page. She is no match for you. 

Fent. Sir, will you hear me? 

Page. No, good master Fenton. 
Come, master Shallow ; come, son Slender, in :— 
Knowing my mind, you wrong me, master lenton. 

[Ereunt Pacy, Suan., and SLEN. 

Quick. Speak to mistress Page. 

Fent. Good mistress Page, for that I love your 

daughter 

In such a righteous fashion as I do, 

Perforce, against all checks, rebukes, and manners, 

I must advance the colours of my love, 

And not retire: Let me have your good will, 

Anne. Good mother, do not marry me to yond’ fool. 

Mrs. Page. 1 mean it not; I seek you a better hus- 

band. 

Quick. That ’s my master, master doctor. 

Anne. Alas, I had rather be set quick 1’ the earth, 
And bowl'd to death with turnips.* 

Mrs. Page. Come, trouble not yourself : Good master 

Fenton, 

I will not be your friend, nor enemy : 

My daughter will I question how she loves you, 

And as I find her, so am I affected ; 

Till then, farewell, sir :—She must needs go in; 

Her father will beangry. [Ez. Mrs. Pacs and Annr. 
Fent. Farewell, gentle mistress: farewell, Nan. 
Quick. This is my doing now.—Nay, said I, will 

you cast away your child on a fool, and a physician ?¥ 

Look on master Fenton :—this is my doing. 


® The refined cruelties of Oriental despotism suggested the 
punishment of burying an offender in this manner. 

> The fvol was Slender, patronised by Master Page; the phy 
sician, Dr. Caius, whose suit Mistress Page favoured. 
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Fent. I thank thee; and I pray thee, once to-night, 
Give my sweet Nan this ring: There’s for thy pains.{ Ez. 

Quick. Now Heaven send thee good fortune! A kind 
heart he hath: a woman would run through fire and 
water for such a kind heart. But yet, 1 would my 
master had mistress Anne; or I would master Slender 
had her; or, in sooth, I would master Fenton had her: 
I will do what I can for them all three; for so I have 
promised, and I 1] be as good as my word; but spe- 
ciously for master Fenton. “Well, I must of another 
errand {o sir John Falstaff from my two mistresses. 
What a beast am I to slack it! [ Bait. 


SCENE V.—A Room in the Garter Inn. 
Enter Faustarr and Barpo.ru. 


Fal. Bardolph, I say,— 

Bard. Here, sir. 

Fal. Go fetch me a quart of sack ; put a toast in *t. 

Exit Bary.) Have I lived to be carried in a basket, 
ike a barrow of butcher's offal; and to be thrown in 
the Thames? Well, if I be served such another trick, 
I ‘ll have my brains ta’en out, and buttered, and give 
them to a dog fora new year's gift. The rogues slighted 
me into the river with as little remorse as they would 
have drowned a bitch’s blind puppics, fifteen i’ the 
litter: and you may know by my size that I have a 
kind of alacrity in sinking; if the bottom were as deep 
as heil I should down. I had been drowned but that 
the shore was shelvy and shallow,—a death that I 
abhor; for the water swells a man; and what a thing 
should I have been when I had been swelled! I should 
have been a mountain of mummy. 


Re-enter Barvoupn with the wine. 


Bard. Here 's mistress Quickly, sir, to speak with you. 
Fal. Come, let me pour in some sack to the Thames 
VOL. III. E 
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water; for my belly ’s as cold as if I had swallowed 
snowballs for pills to cool the reins. Call her in. 
Bard. Come in, woman. 


Enter Mrs. Quickry. 


Quick. By your leave; I cry you mercy: Give your 
worship good morrow. 

Fal. Take away these chalices : Go, brew mea pottle 
of sack finely. . 

Bard. With eggs, sir? 

Fal. Simple of itself; I ‘11 no pullet-sperm in my 
brewage.—[ Exit Banpo.px.|—How now ? 

Quick. Marry, sir, I came to your worship from 
mistress Ford. 

Fal. Mistress Ford! I have had ford enough: I was 
thrown into the ford: I have my belly full of ford. 

Quick. Alas the day! good heart, that was not her 
fault: she does so take on with her men; they mistook 
their erection. 

Fal. So did I mine, to build upon a foolish woman's 
promise. 

Quick. Well, she laments, sir, for it, that it would 
yearn your heart to see it. Her husband goes this 
morning a-birding: she desires you once more to come 
to her between eight and nine. I must carry her word 

uickly : she 71] make you amends, I warrant you. 

Fal. Well, I will visit her: Tel] her so; and bid her 
think what a man is: let her consider his frailty, and 
then judge of my merit. 

Quick. I will tell her. 

Fal. Do so. Between nine and ten, say’st thou 3 

Quick. Eight and nine, sir. 

Fal. Well, be gone: I will not miss her. 

Quick. Peace be with you, sir. { Exit. 

Fail, 1 marvel I hear not of master Brook; he sent 
me word to stay within: I like his money well. O here 
he comes. 
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Enter Forp. 


Ford. Bless you, sir! 

Fal. Now, master Brook? you come to know what 
nath passed between me and Ford's wife. 

Ford, That, indeed, sir John, is my business. 

Fal, Master Brook, I will not lie to you: I was at 
ner house the hour she appointed me. 

Ford. And sped you, sir? 

Fal. Very ill-favouredly, master Brook. 

Ford. How so,sir? Did she change her determination # 

Fal. No, master Brook; but the peaking cornuto her 
husband, master Brook, dwelling in a continual ‘larum 
of jealousy, comes me in the instant of our encounter, 
after we had embraced, kissed, protested, and, as it were, 
spoke the prologue of our comedy; and at. his heels a 
rabble of his companions, thither provoked and _ insti- 
gated by his distempcr, and, forsooth, to search his house 
for his wife’s love. 

Ford. What, while you were there ? 

Fal, While I was there. 

Ford. And did he search for you and could not find 
you? 
Fal. You shall hear. As good luck would have it 
comes in one mistress Page; gives intelligence of Ford's 
approach ; and, in her invention and Ford’s wife’s dis- 
traction, they conveyed me into a buck-basket. 

Ford. A buck-basket ? . 

Fal. Yes, a buck-basket: rammed me in with foul 
shirts and smocks, socks, foul stockings, greasy napkins ; 
that, master Brook, there was the rankest compound of 
villainous smell that ever offended nostril. 

Ford. And how long lay you there ? 

Fal. Nay, you shall hear, master Brook, what I have 
suffered to bring this woman to evil for your good. 
Being thus crammed in the basket, a couple of Ford's 

-Kknaves, his hinds, were called forth by their mistress, to 
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carry me in the name of foul clothes to Datchet-lane: 
they took me on their shoulders; met the jealous knave 
their master in the door ; who asked them once or twice 
what they had in their basket: I quaked for fear, lest 
the lunatic knave would have searched it; but fate, 
ordaining he should be a cuckold, held his hand. Well: 
on went he for a search, and away went I for foul 
clothes. But mark thesequel, master Brook : I suffered 
the pangs of three several deaths: first, an intolerable 
fright, to be detected with a jealous rotten bell-wether : 
next, to be compassed, like a good bilbo, in the circum- 
ference of a peck, lilt to point, heel to head : and then, 
to be stopped in, like a strong distillation, with stinking 
clothes that fretted in their own grease: think of that, 

—a man of my kidney,—think of that; thatam as sub- 
ject to heat as butter; a man of continual dissolution 
and thaw ; it was a miracle to ‘scape suffocation. And 
in the height of this bath, when I was more than half 
stewed in grease, like a Dutch dish, to be thrown into 
the Thames, and cooled, glowing hot, in that surge, like 
a horse-shoe; think of that,—hissing hot,—think of that, 
master Brook. 

Ford. In good sadness, sir, Iam sorry that for my 
sake you have suffered all this. My suit then is des- 
perate; you ‘}] undertake her no more. 

_ £al. Master Brook, I will be thrown into Etna, as I 
have been thrown into Thames, ere I will leave her 
thus. Her husband is this morning gone a-binding: I] 
have received from her another embassy of meeting; 
*twixt eight and ninggis the hour, master Brook. 

Ford. °T is past eight already, sir. 

Fal. Is it? Iwill then address me to my appoint- 
ment. Come to me at your convenient leisure, and 
you shall know how I speed; and the conclusion shall 
be crowned with your enjoying her: Adieu. You shall 
have her, master Brook ; master Brook, you shall cuckold 
Ford. | [Exit 
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Ford. Hum! ha! is this a vision? is this a dream? 
do I sleep? Master Ford, awake; awake, master Ford ; 
there ’s a hole made in your best coat, master Ford. 
This "t is to be married! this ’t is to have linen and 
buck-baskets!—Well, I will proclaim myself what I 
am: I will now take the lecher; he is at my house; 
he cannot ’scape me; ‘t is impossible he should; he 
cannot creep into a halfpenny purse, nor into a peppers 
box; but, lest the devil that guides him should aid 
him, I will search impossible places. Though what I 
am I cannot avoid, yet to be what I would not shall 
not make me tame: If I have horns to make one mad, 
let the proverb go with mej; Ill be horn mad. [ drté, 
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ACT IV. 


SCENE I.—The Street. 


Enter Mrs. Paar, Mrs. Quickry, and Wi.uiaMm. 


Mrs. Page. Is he at master Ford’s already, think’st 
thou ? 

Quick, Sure he is by this; or will be presently : but 
truly he is very courageous mad, about his throwing 
into the water. Mistress Ford desires you to come 
suddenly. 

Mrs. Page. Ill be with her by-and-by; I ‘ll but 
bring my young man here to school. Look, where his 
muster comes; ‘t is a playing day, I sce. 


Enter Sin Huau Evans. 


How now, sir Hugh? no school to-day ? 

Eva. No; master Slender is let the boys leave to 

ay. 

Quick. Blessing of his heart ! 

Mrs. Page. Sir Hugh, my husband says my son 
profits nothing im the world at his book. I pray you, 
ask him some questions in his accidence. 

Eva. Come hither, William; hold up your head; 
come. 

Mrs. Page. Come on, sirrah: hold up your head ; 
answer your master, he not afraid. 

Eva, William, how many numbers is in nouns ? 

Will. Two. 

Quick. Truly, I thought there had been one number 
more; because they say, od’s nouns. 

Eva. Peace your tattlings. What is fair, William 7? 

Will, Pulcher. | 
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Quick. Polecats! there are fairer things than pole- 
cats, sure. 

Eva, You are a very simplicity ‘oman; I pray you, 
peace. What is lapis, William ? 

Will. A stone. 

Eva. And what is a stone, William ? 

Will. A pebble. 

Eva, No, it is lapis ; I pray you remember in your 
prain, 

Will. Lapis, 

Eva. That is a good William. What is he, Wil- 
liam, that does lend articles ? 

Will. Articles are borrowed of the pronoun; and be 
thus declined, Singulariter, nominativo, hic, hec, hoc. 

Eva, Nominativo, hig, hag, hog ;—pray you, mark : 
genitivo, hujus: Well, what is your accusative case ? 

Will. Accusativo, hinc. 

Eva. I pray you, have your remembrance, child; 
Accusativo, hing, hang, hog. 

Quick. Hang hog is Latin for bacon, I warrant you. 

Eva. Leave your prabbles, ‘oman. What is the 
focative case, William ? 

Will. O—vocativo, O. 

Eva. Remember, William, focative is, caret, 

Quick. And that ’s a good root. 

Eva, ’Oman, forbear. 

Mrs, Page. Peace. 

Eva, What is your genitive case plural, William ? 

Wil. Genitive case? 

Eva. Ay. 

Will. Genitive,—horum, harum, horum. 

Quick. "Vengeance of Jenny's case! fie on her!— 
never name her, child, if she be a whore. 

Eva. For shame, ‘oman. . 

Quick. You do ill to teach the child such words : he 
teaches him to hick and to hack, which they ‘ll do fast 
enough of themselves, and to call horum :—fie upon you! 
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Eva. *Oman, art thou lunatics ? hast thou no under- 
standings for thy cases, and the numbers of the gen- 
ders? Thou art as foolish christian creatures as I would 
desires. 

Mrs. Page. Prithee, hold thy peace. 

Eva. Show me now, William, some declensions of 
your pronouns, 

Will. Forsooth, I have forgot. 

Eva. It is qui, que, quod; if you forget your quies, 
your gues, and your guods, you must be preeches. Go 
your ways, and play, go. 

Mrs. Page. We 3s a better scholar than I thought he 
was. 

Eva. We is a good sprag® memory. Farewell, mis- 
tress Pare. 

Mrs. Page. Adieu, good sir Hugh. [E2tt Sin Huan. } 
Get you heme, boy.—Come, we stay too long. [ Zzeunt, 


SCENE II.—A Room in Ford's House. 
Enter Yausrarr and Mrs. Forp. 


Fal. Mistress Ford, your sorrow hath eaten up my 
sufferance: I see you are obsequious in your love, and — 
I profess requital to a hair’s breadth; not only, mis- 
tress Ford, in the simple office of love, but im all the 
accoutrement, complement, and ceremony of it. But 
ure you sure of your husband now ? 

Mrs. Ford. He ’s a birding, sweet sir John. 

Mrs. Page. (Within.| What hoa, gossip Ford! what 
hoa! 

Mrs. Ford. Step into the chamber, sir John. 

[ Erit Fausrary. 


Enter Mus. Pace. 


Mrs. Page. How now, sweetheart? who ’s at home 
beside yourself? 
® Sprag—quick. 
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Mrs. Ford. Why, none but mine own people. 

Mrs. Page. Indeed ? 

Mrs. Ford. No, certainly ;—Speak louder. [ Aside. 

M7s. Page. Truly, Iam so glad you have nobody here. 

Mrs. Ford. Why ? 

Mrs. Page. Why, woman, your husband is in his 
old lines* again: he so takes on yonder with my hus- 
band; so rails against all married mankind ;_ so curses 
all Eve's daughters, of what complexion soever; and 
80 buffets himself on the forehead, crying “ Peer-out, 
peer-out !” that any madness I ever yet beheld seemed 
but tameness, civility, and patience, to this his distem- 
per he is in now; Iam glad the fat knight is not here. 

Mrs. Ford. Why, loes he talk of him ? 

Mrs. Page. Of noe but him; and swears he was 
carried out, the last me he searched for him, in a 
basket: protests to my hnshand he is now here; and 
hath drawn him and the rest of their company from 
their sport, to make another experiment. of his suspi- 
cion; but Iam glad the knight is not here: now he 
shall see his own foolery. 

Mrs. Ford. Wow near is he, mistress Page ? 

Mrs. Page. Ward by ; at street end; he will be here 
anon. 

Mrs. Ford. I am undone !—the knight is here. 

Mrs. Page. Why, then you are utterly shamed, and 
he’s but a dead man. What a woman are you!— 
Away with him, away with him; better shame than 
murder, 

Mrs. Ford. Which way should he go? how should 
I bestow him? Shall I put him into the basket again ? 


Re-enter FALsra¥y. 
Fal. No, I'll come no more i’ the basket: May I 
not go out ere he come ? 


* Old tines appears to us the same as old courses, old humours, 
old vein. 
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Mrs. Page. Alas, three of master Ford's brothers 
watch the door with pistols, that none shall issue out ; 
otherwise you might slip away ere he came. But what 
make you here ? 

Fal, What shall I do?—I°ll creep up into the 
chimney. 

Mrs. Ford. There they always use to discharge their 
birding-pieces: Creep into the bilgchote: 

Fal. Where is it? 

Mrs. Ford. We will seek there, on my word. Nei- 
ther press, coffer, chest, trunk, well, vault, but he hath an 
abstract for the remembrance of such places, and goes to 
them by his note: There is no hiding you in the house. 

Mal, Ill go out then. 

Mrs. Page. If you go out in your own semblance, 
you die, sir John. Unless you go out disguised,— 

Mrs. Ford. How might we disguise him ? 

Mrs. Page. Alas the day, I know not. There is no 
woman's gown big enough for him; otherwise he might 
put on a hat, a muffler, and a kerchief, and so escape. 

Fal. Good hearts, devise something ; any extremity, 
rather than a mischief, 

Mrs. Ford. My maid's aunt, the fat woman of 
Brentford, has a gown above. 

Mrs. Page. On my word, it will serve him; she 's 
as big as he is: and there ’s her thrumm‘d hat, and 
her muffler too: Run up, sir John. 

Mrs. Ford. Go, go, sweet sir John: mistress Page 
and I will look some linen for your head. 

Mrs. Page. Quick, quick; we ‘ll come dress you 
straight: put on the gown the while. [ Exit Fat. 

Mrs. Ford. I would my husband would meet him in 
this shape: he cannot abide the old woman of Brent- 
ford ; he swears she's a witch; forbade her my house, 
and hath threatened to beat her. 

. Mrs. Page. Heaven guide him to thy husband’s 
cudgel ; and the devil guide his cudgel afterwards ! 
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Mrs. Ford. But is my husband coming ? 

Mrs. Page. Ay, in good sadness is he; and talks of 
the basket too, howsoever he hath had intelligence. 

Mrs. Ford, We'll try that; for 171 appoint my men 
to carry the basket again, to meet him at the door with 
it, as they did last time. 

Mrs. Page. Nay, but he’l] be here presently : let ‘s 
go dress him like the witch of Brentford. 

Mrs. Ford, 1'll first direct my men what they shall 
do with the basket. Go up. 1°] bring linen for him 
straight. / [ Fit. 

Mrs. Page. Hang him, dishonest varlet! we cannot 
misuse him enough. 

We'll leave a proof, by that which we will do, 

Wives may be merry, and yet honest too: 

We do not act that often jest and laugh ; 

"T is old but true, Still swine eat all the dra, [uc 


Re-enter Mrs. Forp, with two Servants. 


Mrs. Ford. Go, sirs, take the basket again on your 
shoulders; your master is hard at door; if he bid you 
set it down, obey him: quickly, despatch. (Exit, 

1 Serv. Come, come, take it up. 

2 Serv. Pray Heaven it be not full of knight again.* 

1 Serv. I hope not; I had as lief bear so much lead. 


Enter Forp, Pace, SHatiow, Carus, and Sir 
Huau Evans. 


Ford. Ay, but if it prove true, master Page, have 
you any way then to unfool me again ?7—Set down the 
basket, villain :—Somebody call my wife:—Youth in 
a basket !>—O, you panderly rascals! there ‘s a knot, 


j ® Fullofknight. The servant uses knight as he would say 
ead. 

» We print the speech as in the folio,—and, if properly read, 
K most vividly presents the incoherent and abrupt mode im 
which a mind overwrouglit by passion expresses its thoughts 
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a ging,* a pack, a conspiracy against me: Now shall 
the devil be shamed. What! wife, I say !—Come, 
come forth. Behold what honest clothes you send forth 
to bleaching. 

Page. Why, this passes! Master Ford, you are not 
to go loose any longer; you must be pinioned, 

Eva. Why, this is lunatics! this is mad as a mad dog! 

Shal, Indeed, master Ford, this is not well; indeed. 


Enter Mrs. Foro, 


Ford, So say 1 too, sir.—Come hither, mistress Ford; 
mistress Ford, the honest woman, the modest wife, the 
virtuous creature, that hath the jealous fool to her hus- 
band !—I suspect without cause, mistress, do I? 

Mrs, lord. Weaven be my witness you do, if you 
suspect me of any dishonesty. 

Ford. Well said, brazen-face; hold it out.—Come 
forth, sirrah. [ Pills the clothes out of the busket. 

Page. This passes ! 

Mrs. Ford. Are you net ashamed? let the clothes 
alone. 

Ford. Y shall find you anon. 

Eva, “Tis unreasonable! Will you take up your 
wife's clothes? Come away. 

Ford. Empty the basket, I say. ° 

Mrs. Ford, Why, man, why ? 

Ford, Master Page, as lam a man, there was one 
conveyed out of my house yesterday in this basket: 
Why may not he be there again? In my house I am 
sure he is: my intelligence 1s true; my jealousy is 
reasonable: Pluck me out all the linen. 

Mrs. Ford. If you find a man there, he shall die a 
flea’s death. 

Page. Here *s no man. 

Shal. By my fidelity, this is not well, master Ford ; 
this wrongs you. 

® Ging -gang. 
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Eva. Master Ford, you must pray, and not follow 
the imaginations of your own heart: this is jealousies, 

Ford. Well, he’s not here I seek for. 

Page. No, nor nowhere else, but in your brain. 

Ford, Help to search my house this one time: If I 
find not what I seck, show no colour for my extremity, 
Jet me for ever be your table-sport; let them say of me, 
As jealous as Ford, that searched a hollow walnut for 
his wife’s leman. Satisfy me once more; once more 
search with me. 

Mrs. Ford. What hoa, mistress Page! come you, and 
the old woman, down; my husband will come into the 
chamber. 

Ford, Old woman! What old woman ‘s that ? 

Mrs. Ford. Why, it is my maid's aunt of Brentford. 

Ford. A witch, a quean, an old cozening quean ! 
Have I not forbid her my house? She comes of er- 
rands, does she? We are simple men; we do not know 
what ’s brought to pass under the profession of fortune- 
telling. She works by charms, by spells, by the figure, 
and such daubery as this is; beyond our element: we 
know nothing.—Come down, you witch, you hag you; 
come down, I say. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, good, sweet lhusband ;—good gen- 
tlemen, let him not strike the old woman. 


Enter Faustarr in women's clothes, led by Mus. Paae, 


Mrs. Page. Come, mother Prat, come, give me your 
hand. 

Ford, 1'll prat her: Out of my door, you witch, 
[Seats him,| you rag, you baggage, you polecat, you 
ronyon! out! out! 1°11 conjure you, Ill fortune-tell 
you, [Exit Faverarr. 

Mrs. Page. Are you not ashamed? I think you have 
killed the poor woman. 

Mrs, Ford. Nay, he will do it:—'T is a goodly 
eredit for you. 
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Ford. Hang her, witch! 

Eva. By yea and no, I think, the -..an is a witch 
indeed: I like not when a ‘oman has a great peard; I 
spy a great peard under her muffler. 

Ford. Will you follow, gentlemen? I beseech you, 
follow; see but the issue of my jealousy: if 1 cry out 
thus upon no trail, never trust me when I open again. 

Page. Let's obey his humour a little hicthar’ Come, 
gentlemen. Lzxeunt Paar, Fornp, Sua. and Eva, 

Mrs. Page, Yrust me, he beat him most pitifully. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, by the mass, that he did not; he 
beat him most unpitifully, methought. 

Mrs. Page. Vlt have the cudgel hallowed, and hung 
o'er the altar; it hath dene meritorious service. 

Mrs. Ford, What think you? May we, with the 
warrant of womanhood, and the witness of a good con- 
science, pursue him with any further revenge? 

Mrs. Page. The spirit of wantonness is, sure, scared 
out of him if the devil have him not in fee-simple, 
with fine and recovery, he will never, I think, in the 
way of waste, attempt us again,> 

Mrs. Ford, Shall we tell our husbands how we have 
served him ? 

Mrs. Page. Yes, by all means; if it be but to scrape 
the figures out of your husband’s brains. If they can 
find in their hearts the poor unvirtuous fat knight shall be 
any further afflicted, we two will still be the ministers, 

Mrs. Ford. 17}) warrant they ]l have him publicly 
shamed; and, methinks, there would be no period to 
the jest,© should he not be publicly shamed. 


& The muffler covered na portion of the face—sometimes the 
lower part, sometimes the upper. 

> The passage means that the devil had Falstaff as au entire 
estate. with the power of barring entail—of disposing of him 
according to his own desire. 

© No periud to the gest—we should have to keep on the jest in 
other forms, unless his public shame concluded it. There 
would be no end to the jest. 
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Mrs. Page. Come, to the forge with it then, shape it: 
I would not have things cool. | Exeunt. 


SCENE III.—A Room in the Garter Inn. 


Enter Host and Barvoirn. 


Bard. Sir, the Germans desire to have three of your 
horses: the duke himself will be to-morrow at court, 
and they are going to meet him. 

Host. What duke should that be comes so secretly ? 
I hear not of him in the court: Let me speak with the 
gentlemen ; they speak English ? 

Bard. Ay, sir; 1 ‘ll call them to you. 

Host. They shall have my horses; but I ’1] make 
them pay; I'l] sauce them: they have had my houses 
a week at command; I have turned away my other 
guests: they must come off; I ‘ll sauce them: Come. 

. | Exeunt. 


SCENE IV.—A Room in Ford’s House. 


Enter Paar, Forp, Mrs. Paar, Mrs. Forp, and 
Sir Huan Evans. 


Eva. "T is one of the pest discretions of a ‘oman as 
ever I did look upon. 

Page. And did he send you both these letters at an 
instant ? 

Mrs. Page. Within a quarter of an hour. 

Ford. Pardon me, wife: Henceforth do what thou 

wilt; 

I rather will suspect the sun with cold 
Than thee with wantonness: now doth thy honour stand, 
In him that was of late an heretic, 
As firm as faith. 

Page. *T is well, *t is well; mo more: 
Be not as extreme in submission 
As in offence ; 
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But let our plot go forward: let our wives 

Yet once again, to make us public sport, 

Appoint a meeting with this old fat fellow, 

Where we may take him, and disgrace him for it. 
Ford. There is no better way than that they spoke of, 
Page. How! to send him word they “11 meet him in 

the park at midnight? Tie, fie; he" never come. 
Eva. You say, he has been thrown in the rivers ; 

and las been grievously peaten, as an old ‘oman; me- 
thinks, there should be terrors in him that he should 
not come; methinks, his flesh is punished, he shall have 

no desires. . 

Page. So think I too. 
Mrs. Ford. Devise but how you "ll use him when he 
comes, 

And let us two devise to bring him thither. 

Mfrs. Page. There is an old tale goes, that Herne 
the hunter, 

Sometime a keeper here in Windsor forest, 

Doth all the winter-time, at still midnight, 

Walk round about an oak, with great ragg‘d horns 

And there he blasts the tree, and takes ® the cattle; 

And makes milch-kine yield blood, and shakes a 

chain 

In a most hideous and dreadful manner: 

You have heard of such a spirit ; and well you know, 

The superstitious idle-headed eld 

Receiv’d, and did deliver to our age, 

This tale of Herne the hunter for a truth. 

Page. Why, yet there want not many that do fear 

In deep of night to walk by this Herne’s oak : 

But what of this? 

Mrs Ford. Marry, this is our device; 

That Falstaff at that oak shall meet with us, 

(Disguis‘d like Herne, with huge horns on his head, 
Page. Well, let it not be doubted but he ‘ll come, 


® Takes—seizes with disease, 
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And in this shape: When you have brought him 
thither, 
What shall be done with him? what is your plot? 
Mrs. Page. That likewise have we thought upon, 
and thus : 
Nan Page my daughter, and my little son, 
And three or four more of their growth, we ‘Il dress 
Like urchins, ouphes,* and fairies, green and white, 
With rounds of waxen tapers on their heads, 
And rattles in their hands; upon a sudden, 
As Falstaff, she, and I, are newly met, 
Let them from forth a sawpit rush at once 
With some diffused > song; upon their sight, 
We two in great amazedness will fly: 
Then let them all encircle him about, 
And, fairy-like, to-pinch © the unclean knight; 
And ask him, why, that hour of fairy revel, 
In their so sacred paths he dares to tread, 
In shape profane. 
Mrs. Ford. And till he tell the truth, 
Let the supposed fairies pinch him sound, 
And burn him with their tapers. 
Mrs. Page. The truth being known, 
We ‘ll all present ourselves ; dis-horn the spirit, 
And mock him home to Windsor. : 
Ford. The children must 
Be practis'd well to this, or they "Il ne’er do ’t. 
Eva. I will teach the children their behaviours; and 
I will be like a jack-an-apes .also, to burn the knight 
with my taber. 
Ford. That will be excellent. Il] go buy them 
vizards. 
Mrs. Page. My Nan shall be the queen of all the 


fairies, 
Finely attired in a robe of white. 
* Ouphes—goblins. b Diffused—wild. 


© To-pinch; to as a prefix to a verb is frequent in Spenser. 
VOL. It, : 
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Page. That silk will I go buy !—and in that time 
Shall master Slender steal my Nan away, [ Aside, 
And marry her at Eton.—Go, send to Falstaff straight. 

Ford. Nay, I ’ll to him again, in name of Brook ; 
He "Il tell me all his purpose: Sure, he "H come. 

Mrs. Paye, Fear not you that: Go, get us properties 
And tricking for our fairies. 

Eva. Let us about it: It 1s admirable pleasures, and 
fery honest knaveries. [Zxeunt Pace, Forp, and Eva. 

Mrs. Page. Go, mistress Ford, 

Send quickly to sir John, to know his mind. 
[ Exit Mrs. Forp. 
I ‘ll to the doctor; he hath my good will, 
And none but he, to marry with Nan Page. 
That Slender, though well landed, is an idiot; 
And he my husband best of all affects : 
The doctor is well money'd, and his friends 
Potent at court; he, none but he, shall have her, 
Though twenty thousand worthier come to crave her. 
[ exit. 
SCENE V.—<A Room in the Garter Inn. 


Enter Host and Simp. 


Host. What wouldst thou have, boor? what, thick- 
skin? speak, breathe, discuss; brief, short, quick, snap, 

Sim. Marry, sir, I come to speak with sir John Fal- 
staff from master Slender. 

Host. There ’s his chamber, his house, his castle, his 
standing-bed, and truckle-bed;* “tis painted about 
with the story of the prodigal, fresh and new: Go, 
knock and call; he'll speak like an Anthropophaginian 
unto thee: Knock, I say. 

Sim. There ‘s an old woman, a fat woman, gone u 
into his chamber: I ‘ll be so bold as stay, sir, till she 
come down; I come to speak with heryindeed. 


® The standing-bed was for the master, the truckle-bed for 
the servant. 


3 
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Host. Ha! a fat woman! the knight may be robbed : 
I"}] call.—Bully knight! Bully sir John! speak from 
thy lungs military: Art thou there? it is thine host, 
thine Ephesian, calls. 

Fal. [above.| How now, mine host? 

Host. Here ‘s a Buhemian-Tartar tarries the coming 
down of thy fat woman. Let her descend, bully, let 
her descend; my chambers are honourable: Fie! pri- 
vacy ? fie! 

Enter Fausrary. 

Fal. There was, mine host, an old fat woman even 
now with me; but she ‘s gone. 

Sim. Pray you, sir, was "t not the wise woman® of 
Brentford ? 

Fal. Ay, marry, was it, muscle-shell: What would 
you with her ? 

Sim. My master, sir, ny master Slender, sent to her, 
seeing her go thurough the streets, to know, sir, whether 
one Nym, sir, that beguiled him of a chain, had the 
chain, or no. 

Fal. I spake with the old woman about it. 

Sim. And what says she, I pray, sir? 

Fal. Marry, she says that the very same man that 
beguiled master Slender of his chain cozened him of it. 

Stim. I would I could have spoken with the woman 
herself: I had other things to have spoken with her too, 
from him. 

Fal. What are they ? let us know. 

Host. Ay, come; quick. 

Sim. I may not conceal them, sir. 

Host. Conceal them, or thou diest. 

Sim. Why, sir, they were nothing but about mistress 
Anne Page ; to know if it were my master’s fortune to 
have her, or no. 


* Wise woman. Scot, in his ‘Discovery of Witchcraft,’ says 
—“* At this day it is indifferent to say in the English tongue, 
She is a witch, or She is a wise woman.” 
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Fal. °T is, "t is his fortune. 

Sim. What, sir ? 

Fal. To have her,—or no: Go; say, the woman told 
me so. 

Sim. May I be bold to say so, sir? 

Fal. Ay, sir Tike; who more bold ? 

Sim. 1 thank your worship : I shall make my master 
glad with these tidings. [| Exit Sim. 

Host. Thou art clerkly, thou art clerkly, sir John: 
Was there a wise woman with thee? 

Fal. Ay, that there was, mine host; one that hath 
taught me more wit than ever I learned before in my 
life; aud I paid nothing for it neither, but was paid for 
my learning. 


Enter Barpvouru. 


Bard. Out, alas, sir! cozenage! mere cozenage. 

Host. Where be my horses? speak well of them, 
varletto. 

Bard. Run away with the cozeners: for so soon as J 
came beyond Eton, they threw me off, from behind one 
of them, in a slough of mire; and set spurs and away, 
like three German devils, three doctor Faustuses. 

Host. They are gone but to meet the duke, villain: 
do not say they be fled ; Germans are honest men. 


Enter Sin Huau Evans. 


Eva. Where is mine host ? 

Host. What is the matter, sir? 

Eva. Have a care of your entertainments: there isa 
friend of mine come to town, tells me there is three 
couzin germans, that has cozened all the hosts of Read- 
ings, of Maidenhead, of Colebrook, of horses and money. 
I tell you for good-will, look you: you are wise, and 
full of gibes and vlouting-stogs ; and 't is not convenient 
you should be cozened: Fare you well. [ Exit. 
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Enter Dr. Carus. 


Caius. Vere is mine host de Jarterre? 

Host, Here, master doctor, in perplexity, and doubt- 
ful dilemma. 

Caius. I cannot tell vat is dat: But it is tell-a me, 
dat you make grand preparation for a duke de Jar- 
many: by my trot, dere is no duke dat de court is 
know to come: I tell you for good vill: adieu. [Ezit. 

Host. Hue and cry, villain, go :—assist me, knight ; 
I am undone: fly, run, hue and cry, villain! Iam un- 
done! [ Exeunt Host and Barn. 

Fal. I would all the world might be cozened; for I 
have been cozened and beaten too. If it should come 
to the ear of the court, how I have been transformed, 
and how my transformation hath been washed and 
cudgelled, they would melt me out of my fat, drop by 
drop, and liquor fishermen’s boots with me. I warrant, 
they would whip me with their fine wits, till I were as 
crest-fallen as a dried pear. I never prospered since I 
forswore myself at primero. Well, if my wind were 
but long enough to say my prayers, I would repent.— 


Enter Misrress Quick iy. 


Now! whence come you ? 

Quick. From the two parties, forsooth. 

Fal. The devil take one party, and his dam the other, 
and so they shall be both bestowed! I have suffered 
more for their sakes, more, than the villainous incon- 
stancy of man’s disposition is able to bear. 

Quick. And have not they suffered? Yes, I warrant ; 
speciously one of them; mistress Ford, goud heart, is 
beaten black and blue, that you cannot see a white spot 
about her. 

Fal. What tell’st thou me of black and blue? I was 
beaten myself into all the colours of the rainbow; and 
I was like to be apprehended for the witch of Brentford ; 
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but that my admirable dexterity of wit, my counter- 
feiting the action of an old woman, delivered me, the 
knave constalle had set me i’ the stocks, i’ the common 
stocks, for a witch. 

Quick. Sir, let me speak with you in your chamber: 
you shall hear how things go; and, I warrant, to your 
content. Tere is a letter will say somewhat. Good 
hearts, what ado here is to bring you together! Sure, 
one of you does not serve Heaven well that you are so 
crossed. 

al. Come up into my chamber. — [Ezeunt. 


SCENE VI.—Another Room in the Garter Inn. 


Enter Fenron and Host. 


Host. Master Fenton, talk not to me; my mind is 
heavy, I will give over all. 

Fent. Yet hear me speak: Assist me in my purpose, 
And, as I am a gentleman, I ’l] give thee 
A hundred pounds in gold, more than your loss. 

Host. I will hear you, master Fenton ; and I will, at 
the least, keep your counsel. 

Fent. From time to time I have acquainted you 
With the dear love I bear to fair Anne Page; 
Who, mutually, hath answer’d my affection, 
(So far forth as herself might be her chooser, ) 
Even to my wish: I have a letter from her 
Of such contents as you will wonder at; 
The mirth whereof so Jarded with my matter, 
That neither, singly, can be manifested, 
Without the show of both,—wherein fat Falstaff 
Hath a great scene: the image of the jest 
I ‘ll show you here at large. Hark, good mine host: 
To-night at Herne’s oak, just "twixt twelve and one, 
Must my sweet Nan present the fairy queen : 
The purpose why, is here; in which disguise, 
While other jests are something rank on foot, 
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Her father hath commanded her to slip 

Away with Slender, and with him at Eton 

Immediately to marry: she hath consented : 

Now, sir, 

Her mother, even strong against that match, 

And firm for doctor Caius, hath appointed 

That he shall likewise shuffle her away, 

While other sports are tasking of their minds, 

And at the deanery, where a priest attends, 

Straight marry her: to this her mother’s plot 

She, seemingly obedient, likewise hath 

Made promise to the doctor.— Now thus it rests : 

Her father means she shall be all in white ; 

And in that habit, when Slender sees his time 

To take her by the hand, and bid her go, 

She shall go with him: her mother hath intended, 

The better to denote her to the doctor, 

(For they must all be mask’d and vizarded,) 

That, quaint in green, she shall be loose enrol d, 

With ribands pendant, flaring *bout her head ; 

And when the doctor spies his vantage ripe, 

To pinch her by the hand, and, on that token, 

The maid hath given consent to go with him. 
Host. Which means she to deceive? father or mother? 
Fent. Both, my good host, to go along with me: 

And here it rests,—that you ‘ll procure the vicar 

To stay for me at church, ’twixt twelve and one, 

And, in the lawful name of marrying, 

To give our hearts united ceremony. 
Host. Well, husband your device; I'll to the vicar: 

Bring you the maid, you shall not lack a priest. 
Fent. So shall I evermore be bound to thee; 

Besides, I ll make a present recompense. [Exeunt. 
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ACT V. 


SCENE I.—.4 Room in the Garter Inn. 


Enter Farsrarr and Mrs. Quick ty. 


Fal, Prithee, no more prattling :—go. Il hold: 
This is the third time; I hope, good luck lies in odd 
numbers. Away, go; they say there is divinity in odd 
numbers, either in nativity, chance, or death.—Away. 

Quick. Il) provide you a chain: and I ‘Il do what 
I can to get you a pair of horns. 

Fal. Away, I say; time wears: hold up your head, 
and mince. [Exit Mrs, Quickty. 


Enter Fonrp. 


How now, master Brook? Master Brook, the matter 
will be known to-night, or never. Be you in the park 
about midnight, at Here's oak, and you shall see 
wonclers. 

Ford, Went you not to her yesterday, sir, as you 
told me you had appointed ? | 

Fal, I went to her, master Brook, as you see, like a 
poor old man: but I came from her, master Brook, like 
a poor old woman. That same knave, Ford her hus- 
band, hath the finest mad devil of jealousy in him, 
master Brook, that ever governed frenzy. I will tel} 
you :—He beat me grievously, in the shape of a woman 3 
for in the shape of man, master Brook, I fear not 
Goliah with a weaver’s beam; because I know also, 
life is a shuttle. Iam in haste; go along with me ; 
I'll tell you all, master Brook. Since I plucked 
geese, played truant, and whipped top, I knew not what 
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it was to be beaten, till lately. Follow me: I ‘Il tell 
you strange things of this knave Ford: on whom to- 
night I will be revenged, and I will deliver his wife 
into your hand.—Follow: Strange things in hand, 
master Brook! follow. | Exeunt, 


SCENE II.—Windsor Park. 


Enter Pace, Sua.ow, and SLENDER. 


Page. Come, come; we ‘}] couch i’ the castle-ditch, 
till we see the light of our fairies—Remember, son 
Slender, my daughter. 

Slen. Ay, forsooth; I have spoke with her, and we 
have a nay-word, how to know one another. I come to 
her in white, and cry mwm 3 she cries budget ; and by 
that we know one another. 

Shal. That ’s good too: but what needs either your 
mum, or her budget? the white will decipher her well 
enough.—IJt hath struck ten o'clock. 

Page. The night is dark; light and spirits will 
become it well. Heaven prosper our sport! No man 
means evil but the devil, and we shall know him by 
his horns, Let °s away; follow me. [ Excunt. 


SCENE III.— The Street in Windsor. 


Enter Mrs, Pace, Mrs. Foro, and Dr. Carts. 


Mrs. Page. Master doctor, my daughter is in green : 
when you see your time, take her by the hand, away 
with her to the deanery, and despatch it quickly: Go 
before into the park; we two must go together. 

Caius. I know vat I have to do: Adieu. 

Mrs. Page. Fare you well, sir. [Exit Carvs.] My 
hushand will not rejoice so much at the abuse of Fal- 
staff, as he will chafe at the doctors marrying my 
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daughter: but ‘tis no matter; better a little chiding 
than a great deal of heartbreak. 

Mrs. Ford. Where is Nan now, and her troop of 
fairies ? and the Welsh devil, Hugh ? 

Mrs. Page. They are all couched in a pit hard by 
Herne’s oak, with obscured lights; which, at the very 
instant of Falstatfs and our meeting, they will at once 
display to the might. 

Mrs. Ford, That cannot choose but amaze him. 

Mrs. Page. Wf he be not amazed, he will be mocked ; 
if he be amazed, he will every way be mocked. 

Mrs. Ford. We ‘lt betray him finely. 

Mrs. Page. Against such lewdsters, and their le- 

chery, 
Those that betray them do no treachery. 

Mrs. Ford, The hour draws on. To the oak, to the 
oak ! [ Exeunt. 


SCENE IV.—Windsor Park. 
Enter Sir Hucu Evans and Fairies. 


Eva. Trib, trib, fairies; come; and remember your 
parts: be pold, I pray you; follow me into the pit; 
and when I give the watch-ords, do as I pid you; 
Come, come ; trib, trib. Exeunt. 


SCENE V.—Another part of the Park. 
Enter Faustarr, disguised with a buck’s head on. 


Fal. The Windsor bell hath struck twelve; the 
minute draws on: Now, the hot-blooded gods assist 
me :—Remember, Jove, thou wast a bull for thy 
Europa ; love set on thy horns. O powerful love! that, 
in some respects, makes a beast a man; in some other, 
& man a beast. You were also, Jupiter, a swan, for 
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the love of Leda :—O, omnipotent love! how near the 
god drew to the complexion of a goose !—A fault done 
first in the form of a beast ;—O Jove, a beastly fault! 
and then another fault in the semblance of a fowl; 
think on ‘t, Jove; a foul fault. When gods have hot 
backs, what shall poor men do? For me, I am here a 
Windsor stag; and the fattest, I think, i’ the forest : 
Send me a cool rut-time, Jove, or who can blame me to 
piss my tallow? Who comes here? my doe? 


Enter Mrs. Forp and Mrs. Paas. 


Mrs. Ford. Sir John? art thou there, my deer? my 
male deer ? 

Fal, My doe with the black scut ?—Let the sky rain 
eee ; let it thunder to the tune of ‘Green Sleeves ;’ 

ail kissing-comfits, and snow eringoes; let there come 
a tempest of provocation, I will shelter me here. 
[ Embracing her. 

Mrs, Ford. Mistress Page is come with me, sweet- 
heart. 

Fal. Divide me like a bribe-buck, each a haunch: J 
will keep my sides to myself, my shoulders for the fel- 
low of this walk, and my horns i bequeath your hus- 
bands. Am Ia woodman?* ha! Speak I like Herne 
the hunter ?— Why, now is Cupid a child of conscience; 
he makes restitution. As I am a true spirit, welcome! 

[ Noise within. 

Mrs, Page. Alas! what noise! 

Mrs. Ford. Heaven forgive our sins! 

Fal. What should this be? 

a pi a: Away, away! [ They run off. 

Fal. I think the devil will not have me damned, lest 
the oil that is in me should set hell on fire; he would 
never else cross me thus. 


® Do I understand woodman's craft—the hunter’s art. 
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Enter Sin Hueu Evans, like a satyr ; Mrs. Quicxry, 
and Pisro1.; ANNE Pacer, as the Fairy Queen, 
attended by her brother and others, dressed like 
fairies, with waxen tapers on their heads. 


Anne.” Fairies, black, grey, green, and white, 
You moonshine revellers, and shades of night, 
You orphan-heirs of fixed destiny, 
Attend your office and your quality. 
Crier Hobgoblin, make the fairy oyes.> 
Pist. Elves, list your names; silence, you airy toys. 
Cricket, to Windsor chimneys shalt thou leap : 
Where fires thou find’st unrak’d, and hearths unswept, 
There pinch the maids as blue as bilberry : 
Our radiant queen hates sluts and sluttery. 
Fal. They are fairies; he that speaks to them shall 
die: 
I'll wink and couch: no man their works must eye. 
[Lies dowon upon his face. 
Eva. Where's Pede ?—Go you, and where you find 
a maid, 
That, ere she sleep, has thrice her prayers said, 
Raise up the organs of her fantasy,° 
Sleep she as sound as careless infancy ; 
But those as sleep and think not on their sins, 
Pinch them, arms, legs, backs, shoulders, sides, and shins. 
Anne. About, about; 
Search Windsor-castle, elves, within and out: 
Strew good luck, ouphes, on every sacred room ; 
That it may stand till the perpetual doom, 


* These poctical specches belong to Anne as the Fairy Queen. 
Tn all modern editions they are very inappropriately given to 
Quickly. We have traced the origin of this mistake, which is 
perfectly evident. (See Pictorial and Library editions.) 

b The o-yes, the oyez, of the crier of a proclamation, was 
clearly a monosyllable, rhyming to teys. 

« Elevate her fancy. 
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In state as wholesome, as in state ‘t is fit ; 
Worthy the owner, and the owner it. 
The several chairs of order look you scour 
With juice of balm, and every precious flower : 
Each fair instalment, coat, and several crest, 
With loyal blazon, evermore be bless’d! 
And nightly, meadow-fairies, look, you sing, 
Like to the Garter’s compass, i a ring: 
The expressure that it bears, green let it be, 
More fertile-fresh than all the field to see; 
And, Hony sowt qui mal y pense,* write, 
Ia emerald tufts, flowers purple, blue, and white: 
Like sapphire, pearl, and rich embroidery, 
Buckled below fair knighthood’s bending knee : 
Fairies use flowers for their charactery. 
Away ; disperse: But till t is one o’clock, 
Our dance of custom, round about the oak 
Of Herne the hunter, let us not forget. 
Eva. Pray you, lock hand in hand; yourselves in 
order set: 
And twenty glow-worms shall our lanterns be, 
To guide our measure round about the tree. 
But, stay: I smell a man of middle earth. 
Fal. Heavens defend me from that Welsh fairy! 
Lest he transform ime to a piece of cheese ! 
Pist. Vile worm, thou wast o’erlook’d even in thy birth. 
Anne. With trial-fire touch me his finger-end, 
If he be chaste, the flame will back descend, 
And turn him to no pain; but ifvhe start, 
Jt is the flesh of a corrupted heart. 
Pist, A tria), come. 
Eva. Come, will this wood take fire? 
[ They burn him with thetr tapers. 
Fal. Oh, oh, oh! 
Anne. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted in desire! 


* Pense is a dissylable—a proof that Shakspere knew the 
distinction between French verse aud prose. 





92 MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. [Acr V. 


About him, fairies; sing a scornful rhyme, 
And, as you trip, still pinch him to your time. 
SONG. 
Fie on sinful fantasy ! 
Fie on Just and Juxury ! 
Lust is but a bloody fire, 
Kindled with unchaste desire, 
Ved in heart; whose flames aspire, 
As thoughts do blow them, Higher and higher. 
Piuch him, fairies, mutually ; 
Pinch him for his villainy ; 
Pineh him, and burn him, ana turn him about, 
Till candles, and starlight, and moonshine be out. 


[During this song the fairies pinch Fausrar¥. Docror 
Carus comes onc way, and steals away a fairy in 
green ; SLENDER another way, and takes off a fairy 
inwhite ; and FENTON comes, and steals away Mxrs. 
Anne Page. A notse of hunting is made within. 
All the fairies run away. Fausrary pulls off his 
buch's head, and rises, 


Enter Paat, Forp, Mrs. Pace, and Mrs. Foro. 
They lay hold on him. 


Page. Nay, donot fly; I think, we have watch'd you 
now: 
Will none but Herne the hunter serve your turn ? 

Alrs. Page. I pray you, come; hold up the jest no 

higher : 
Now, good sir John, how like you Windsor wives ? 
See you these, husband? do not these fair yokes 
Become the forest better than the town ? 

Ford. Now, sir, who’s a cuckold now ?—~Master 
Brook, Falstaff ’s a knave, a cuckoldly knave; here are 
his horns, master Brook: And, master Brook, he hath 
enjoyed nothing of Ford’s but his buck-basket, his 
cudgel, and twenty pounds of money, which must be 
paid to master Brook; his horses are arrested for it, 


master Brook. 
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Mrs. Ford. Sir Jolin, we have had il] luck; we could 
never meet. I will never take you for my love again, 
but I will aay count you my deer. 

Fal. I do begin to perceive that Iam made an ass. 

Ford. Ay, and an ox too; both the proofs are extant. 

Fal. And these are not fairies? I was three or four 
times in the thought they were not fairies: and yet the 
guiltiness of my mind, the sudden surprise of my 
powers, drove the grossness of the foppery into a received 
belief, in despite of the teeth of all rhyme and_ reason, 
that they were fairies. See now, how wit may be made 
a Jack-a-lent, when ‘t is upon ill employment. 

Eva. Sir John Falstaff, serve Got, and leaye your 
desires, and fairies will not pinse you. 

‘ord. Well said, fairy Hugh. 

Eva. And leave you your jealousies too, I pray you. 

ford, I will never mistrust my wife avain, till thou 
art able to woo her in good English. 

Fal, Have I laid my brain in the sun, and dried it, 
that it wants matter to prevent so grogs Oerreaching as 
this? Am I ridden with a Welsh goat too? Shall I 
have a coxcomb of frize? "Tis time I were choked 
with a piece of toasted cheese. 

Eva. Seese is not good to give putter; your pelly is 
all putter. 

Fal. Seese and putter! have I lived to stand at the 
taunts of one that makes fritters of English? This is 
enough to be the decay of lust and late-waiking through 
the realm. 

Mrs. Page. Why, sir Jol, do you think, though we 
would have thrust virtue cut of our hearts by the head 
and shoulders, and have given ourselves without scruple 
to hell, that ever the devil could have made you our 
delight ? 

Ford. What, a hodge-pudding ? a bag of flax ? 

Mrs. Page. A puffed man? 

Page. Old, cold, withered, and of intolerable entrails? 


94 MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. [Aor V. 


Ford. And one that is as slandcrous as Satan ? 

Page. And as poor as Job ? 

Ford. And as wicked as his wife ? 

Eva. And given to furnications, and to taverns, and 
sack, and wine, and metheglins, and to drinkings, and 
swearings, and starings, pribbles and prabbles ? 

Fal, Well, Iam your theme: you have the start of 
me; I am dejected ; I am not able to answer the Welsh 
flannel : ignorance itself is a plummet o'er me; use me 
as you will. 

Ford. Marry, sir, we ‘ll bring you to Windsor, to one 
master Brook, that you have cozened of money, to whom 
you should have been a pander: over and above that 
you have suffered, I think, to repay that money will be 
a biting affliction. 

Page. Yet be cheerful, knight : thou shalt eat a posset 
to-night at my house; where I will desire thee to fae 
at my wife that now laughs at thee: Tell her master 
Slender hath married her daughter. 

Mrs. Page. Doctors doubt that; if Anne Page be my 
daughter, she is, by this, doctor Caius’ wife. (Aside. 


Enter SLENDER. 


Slen. Whoo, ho! ho! father Page ! 

-Page. Son! how now? how now, son? have you 
despatched ? 

Slen. Despatched !—I'l] make the best in Glocester- 
shire know ont; would I were hanger, la, else. 

Page. Of what, son ? 

Slen. I came yonder at Eton to marry mistress Anne 
Page, and she's a great lubberly boy. If it had not 
been i’ the church, I would have swinged him, or he 
should have swinged me. If I did not think it had been 
Anne Page would I might never stir, and ‘t is a post- 
master’s boy. 

Page. Upon my life then you took the wrong. 

Slen, What need you tell me that? I think so, when 
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I took a boy for a girl: If I had been married to him, 
for all he was in woman’s apparel, I would not have 
had him. 

Page. Why, this is your own folly. Did not I tell 
you how you should know my daughter by her gar- 
ments ? 

Slen. I went to her in white, and cried mum, and 
she cried budget, as Anne and I had appointed; and 
yet it was not Anne, but a postmaster’s boy. 

Mrs. Page. Good George, be not angry : I knew of 
your purpose; turned my daughter into green ; and, 
indeed, she is now with the doctor at the deanery, and 
there married. 


Enter Carus. 


Caius. Vere is mistress Page? By gar, I am co- 
zened; I ha’ married tw gargon, a boy; un paisan, 
by gar, a boy; it is not Anne Page: by gar, 1 am 
cozened. 

Mrs. Page. Why, did you take her in green ? 

Caius. Ay, be gar, and ‘t is a boy; be gar, 171 
raise all Windsor. { cit Carus. 

Ford, This is strange: Who hath got the right 
Anne? 

Page. My heart misgives me: Tere comes master 

Fenton. 


Enter Fenton and ANNE Page. 


How now, master Fenton ? 
Anne. Pardon, good father! good, my mother, 
pardon ! 
Page. Now, mistress? how chance you went not 
with master Slender ? 
Mrs. Page. Why went you not with master doctor, 
maid ? 
Fent. You do amaze her: Hear the truth of it. 
You would have married her most shamefully, 
VOL. IIt. G 


«96 MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. {Act V. 


Where there was no proportion held in Jove. 
The truth is, she and I, long since contracted, 
Are now so sure that nothing can dissolve us. 
The offence is holy that she hath committed : 
And this deceit loses the name of craft, 
Of disobedience, or unduteous title; 
Since therein she doth evitate and shun 
A thousand irreligions cursed hours, 
Which forced marriage would have brought upon her. 
Ford, Stand not amaz'd: here is no remedy : 
In love, the Heavens themselves do guide the state ; 
Money buys lands, and wives are sold by fate. 
Fal. I am glad, though you have ta’en a special 
stand to strike at me, that your arrow hath glanced. 
Page. Well, what remedy? Fenton, Heaven give 
thee joy! 
What cannot be eschew'd must be embrac'd, 
Fal. When night-dogs run all sorts of deer are 
chas'd. 
Mrs. Page. Well, I will muse no further: master 
Fenton, 
Heaven give you many, many merry days! 
Good husband, let us every one go home, 
And laugh this sport o'er by a country fire; 
Sir John and all. 
Ford. Vet it be so :—Sir Jolin, 
To master Brook you vet shall hold your word ; 
For he, to-night, shall hie with mistress Ford. [Ezeuné. 
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Tis comedy was first pinted in the folio edition of 
1623. The text is divided into acts and scenes; and 
the order of these has been undisturbed in the modern 
editions. With the exception of a few manifest typo- 
graphical errors, the original copy is remarkably 
correct. 

It was formerly supposed that this charming comedy 
was written by Shakspere late in life. But there was 
fuund in the British Museum, in 1828, a little manu- 
script diary of a student of the Middle Temple, ex- 
tending from 1601 to 1603, which leaves no doubt that 
the play was publicly acted at the Candlemas feast of 
the Middle Temple in 1602; and it belongs, therefore, 
to the first year of the seventeenth century, or the last of 
the sixteenth; for it is not found in the list of Meres, in 
1598. 

It is scarcely necessary to enter into any analysis 
of the plot of this delightful comedy, or attempt any 
dissection of its characters, for the purpose of opening 
to the reader new sources of enjoyment. It is impos- 
sible, we think, for one of ordinary sensibility to read 
through the first act without yiclding himself up to the 
genial temper in which the entire play is written. 





100 INTRODUCTORY REMARKS. 


“The sunshine of the breast” spreads its rich purple 
light over the whole champain, and penetrates into every 
thicket and every dingle. From the first line to the 
last—from the Duke’s 
“ That strain again ;—it had a dying fall,” 
to the Clown’s 
“With hey, ho, the wind and the rain,’’-— 

there is not a thought, nor a situation, that is not calcue 
lated to call forth pleasurable feelings. The love-me- 
lancholy of the Duke is a luxurious abandonment. to 
one pervading impression—not a fierce and hopeless 
contest with one o‘ermastering passion. It delights to 
lie “canopied with bowers,"—to listen to “old and 
antique ” songs, which dally with its “innocence,”"—to 
be “full of shapes,” and “high fantastical.” The love 
of Viola is the sweetest and tenderest emotion that ever 
informed the heart of the purest and most graceful of 
beings with a spirit almost divine. Perhaps in the 
whole range of Shakspere’s poetry there is nothing which 
comes more unbidden into the mind, and always in 
connexion with some image of the ethereal beauty of the 
utterer, than Viola's “She never told her love.’ The 
love of Olivia, wilful as it is, is not in the slightest de- 
gree repulsive. With the old stories before him, nothing 
but the refined delicacy of Shakspere’s conception of 
the female character could have redeemed Olivia from 
approaching to the anti-feminine. But as it is, we pity 
her, and we rejoice with her. These are what may be 
called the serious characters, because they are the vehi- 
cles for what we emphatically call the poetry of the 
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play, But the comic characters are to us equally 
poetical—that is, they appear to us not mere copies of 
the representatives of temporary or individual follies, 
but embodyings of the universal comic, as true and as 
fresh to-day as they were two centuries and a half ago, 
Malvolio is to our minds as poetical as Don Quixote; 
and we are by no means sure that Shakspere meant. the 
poor cross-gartered steward only to be laughed at, any 
more than Cervantes did the knight of the rueful coun- 
tenance. He meant us to pity him, as Olivia and the 
Duke pitied him; for, in truth, the delusion by which 
Malvolio was wrecked, only passed out of the romantic 
into the comic through the manifestation of the vanity 
of the character in reference to his situation, But if we 
Jaugh at Malvolio we are not to laugh ill-naturedly, 
for the poet has conducted all the mischief against him 
in a spirit in which there is no real malice at the bottom 
of the fun. Sir Toby is a most genuine character,— 
one given to strong potations and boisterous merriment ; 
but with a humour about him perfectly irresistible. 
His abandon to the instant opportunity of laughing at 
and with others is something so thoroughly English, that 
we are not surprised the poet gave him an English 
name. And like all genuine humorists Sir Toby 
must have his butt. What a trio is presented in that 
glorious scene of the second act, where the two Knights 
and the Clown “make the welkin dance ;’—the hu- 
morist, the fool, and the philosopher ;—for Sir Andrew 
is the fool, and the Clown is the philosopher. We hold 
the Clown’s epilogue song tobe the most philosophical 
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Clown’s song upon record; and a treatise might be 
written upon its wisdom. It is the history of a life, 
from the condition of “a little tiny boy,” through 
“man’s estate,’ to decaying age—“ when I came unto 
my bed ;” and the conclusion is, that what is true of the 
individual is true of the species, and what was of yes- 
terday was of tfenerations long passed away—for 
** A great while ago the world begun.” 

Steevens says this ‘“nonsensical ditty” js utterly un- 
connected with the subject of the comedy. We think 
he is mistaken. 





PERSONS REPRESENTED, 


Orsino, Duke of Illyria 
Appears, Act I. sc. 1; sc.4. Act II. sc. 4. Act V. se. 1. 


SEBASTIAN, @ young gentleman, brother to Viola. 
Appears, Act TI. se.1. Act III. sc. 3. Act1V. sc. 1; 80,3, 
Act V. ge. 1. 

ANTONIO, @ sea captain, friend to Scbastian. 
Appears, Act Il. sc. 1. Act III. sc. 3; sc.4. Act V. se. 1. 


A Sea-captain, friend to Viola, 
Appears, Act I. se. 2. 


VALENTINE, @ gentleman attending on the Duke. 
Appears, Act I, se. 1; 8c, 4. 


Cunio, a gentleman attending on the Duke. 
Appears, Act I. se. 1; 8c. 4. Act II. sc. 4, 


Sir Tosy Betcn, uncle to Olivia. 

Appears, Act I. 8c.3; 8c. 5. Act II. 8e.3; sc. 9. Act III, 
sc, 1; sc. 2; sc.4. ActIV.8c.1; sc. 2. Act V. sc, 1, 
Sin ANDREW AGUE-CHEEK. 

Appears, Act I. se. 3. Act IT. sc. 3; 8c. 5. Act IIT. sc. 1; 
sc, 2; sc.4. Actl¥.sc.1. Act V. se. 1. 
MALVOLIO, steward to Olivia. 


Appears, Act. I. sc. 5. Act II. sc. 2; se. 8; 8c. 5, Act III. ac. 4. 
Act IV. sc. 2. Act V. sc. 1, 
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FaBIAN, servant to Olivia. 


Appears, Act Il. sc. 5. Act III. sc. 2; sc. 4. Act IV. se. 1. 
Act V. se. 1. 


Clown, servant to Olivia. 


Appears, Act I. se. 5. Act Il. se. 3; sc. 4. Act III. se. 1. 
Act 1V. sc. 1; se.2. Act V. sc. 1. 


Onivia, a rich Countess. 


Appears, Act I. sc. 5. Act III. se. 1; sc. 4. Act IV. sc.1; sc 3. 
Act V. sc. 1. 


Viowa, (x love with the Duke. 
Appears, Act I. ac. 2, se. 4; se.5. Act II. sc. 2; se. 4. 
Act III. sc. 1; sc. 4. Act V. sc. 1. 
Maria, Olivia’s woman. 
Appears, Act I. se. 3; sc. 5. Act II. se. 33 sc. 5. 
Act III. sc. 1; sce. 2; sce. 4. Act IV. se. 2. 


Lords, Priests, Sailors, Officers, Musicians, and 
other attendants. 


SCENE—A City 1s JLLYRIA; AND THE SEA-COAST 
NEAR IT. 





TWELFTH NIGHT; 


WITAT YOU WILL. 


ACT I. 
SCENE I.—<An Apartment in the Duke's Palace. 


Enter Dukx, Curio, Lords; Musictans attending. 


Duke. If music be the food of love, play on, 
Give me excess of it; that, surfeiting, 
The appetite may sicken, and so die. 
That strain again ;—it had a dying fall: 
Q, it came o’er my ear like the sweet sound * 
That breathes upon a bank of violets, 
Stealing, and giving odour.—Enough; no more; 
’T is not so sweet now as it was before. 
O spirit of love, how quick and fresh art thou ! 


® Like the sweet sound. To those who are familiar with the 
well-known text, 


‘6 O, it came o’er my ear like the sweet south,” 


the restoration of the word suuud, which is the reading of all 
the early editions, will at first appear strange and startling. 
But Shakspere has nowhere made the south an odour-breathiug 
wind; his other representations are directly contrary. In ‘As 
You Like It,’ Rosalind says, 


** You foolish shepherd, wherefore do you follow her 
Like fuggy south, puffing with wind and rain?’ 
In ‘ Romeo and Juliet’ we have the ‘ dew-dropping south ;” in 
‘Cymbeline,’ ‘‘ The south-fog rot him,” 
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That, notwithstanding thy capacity 

Receiveth as the sea, nought enters there, 

Of what validity and pitch soe’er, 

But falls into abatement and low price, 

Even in a minute! so full of shapes is fancy, 

That it alone is high-fantastical. 
Cur. Will you go hunt, my lord ? 
Duke. What, Curio? 
Cur. The hart. 
Duke. Why, so I do, the noblest that I have : 

O, when mine eyes did see Olivia first, 

(Methought she purg’d the air of pestilence,) 

That instant was I turn’d into a hart ; 

And my desires, like feil and cruel hounds, 

Ker since pursue me.—How now ? what news from her? 


Enter VALENTINE. 


Val. So please my lord, I might not be admitted, 
But from her handmaid do return this answer : 
The element itself, til] seven years heat,” 
Shall not beliold her face at ample view ; 
But, like a cloistress, she will veiled walk, 
And water once a day her chamber round 
With eye-offending brine: all this, to season 
A brother's dead love, which she would keep fresh 
And lasting, in her sad remembrance. 
Duke. O, she that hath a heart of that fine frame, 
To pay this debt of love but to a brother, 
How will she love, when the rich golden shaft 
Hath kill'd the flock of all affections else 
That live in her! when liver, brain, and heart, 
Those sovereign thrones, are all supplied, and fill‘d, 
(Her sweet perfections,) with one self king !— 
Away before me to sweet beds of flowers ; 
Love-thoughts lie rich, when canopied with bowers. 
[ Exeunt. 
Heat—heated. 
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SCENE II.—The Sea-coast. 


Enter Viowa, Captain, and Sailors. 


Vio. What country, friends, is this? 
Cap. This is Ilyria, lady. 
Vio. And what should I do in Illyria ? 

My brother he is in Elysium. 

Perchance he is not drown’d :— What think you, sailors? 
Cap. It is perchance that you yourself were sav‘d. 
Vio. O my poor brother! and so, perchance, may 

he be, 
Cap. True, madam; and to comfort you with 
chance, 

Assure yourself, after our ship did split, 

When you, and those poor number sav’d with you, 

Hung on our driving boat, I saw your brother, 

Most provident in peril, bind himself 

(Courage and hope both teaching him the practice) 

To a strong mast, that liv’d upon the sea ; 

Where, like Arion on the dolphin’s back, 

I saw him hold acquaintance with the waves, 

So long as I could see. 

Vio. For saying so, there ‘s gold: 

Mine own escape unfoldeth to my hope, 

Whereto thy speech serves for authority, 

The like of him. Know’st thou this country ¢ 
Cap. Ay, madam, well; for I was bred and born, 

Not three hours’ travel from this very place. 

Vio. Who governs here? 

Cap. A noble duke, in nature as in name. 

Vio. What is his name? 

Cap. Orsino. 

Vio. Orsino! I have heard my father name him: 

He was a bachelor then. 

Cap. And so is now, or was so very late: 

For but a month ago I went from hence; 
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And then ’t was fresh in murmur, (as, you know, 
What great ones do, the less will prattle of,) 
That he did seck the love of fair biivia, 

Pio. What ’s she? 

Cap. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a count 
That died some twelvemonth since; then leaving her 
In the protection of lis son, her brother, 

Who shortly also died : for whose dear love, 
They say, she hath abjur’d the sight 
And company of men. 

Vio. O, that I serv’d that lady : 
And might not be deliver’d to the world, 

Till 1 had made mine own occasion mellow 
What my estate is. 

Cap. That were hard to compass ; 
Because she will admit no kind of suit, 

No, not the duke’s. 

Vio. There is a fair behaviour in thee, captain 5 
And though that nature with a beauteous wall 
Doth oft close in pollution, yet of thee 
I will believe thou hast a mind that suits 
With this thy fair and outward character. 

I prithee, and I ‘ll pay thee bounteously, 
Conceal me what Iam; and be my aid 

For such disguise as, haply, shall become 

The form of my intent. 1 "ll serve this duke; 
Thou shalt present me as an eunuch to him, 
It may be worth thy pains; for I can sing, 
And speak to him in many sorts of music, 
That will allow me very worth his service. 
What else may hap, to time I will commit; 
Only shape thou thy silence to my wit. 

Cap. Be you his eunuch, and your mute I'll be; 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not see! 

Vio. I thank thee: Lead me on. [Exeunt, 
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SCENE III.—A Room in Olivia's House. 


Enter Sin Tony Betcn and Maria. 


Sir To, What a plague means my niece, to take the 
death of her brother thus? I am sure care ’s an enemy 
to life. 

Mar. By my troth, sir Toby, you must come in 
earlier o’ nights; your cousin, my lady, takes great ex- 
ceptions to your ill hours. 

Str To. Why, let her except before excepted. 

Mar. Ay, but you must confine yourself within the 
modest limits of order. 

Sir To. Confine? I ’Il confine myself no finer than 
Iam: these clothes are good enough to drink in, and 
80 be these boots too; an they be not, let them hang 
themselves in their own straps. 

Mar. That quaffing and drinking will undo you: 1 
heard my lady talk of it yesterday; and of a foolish 
knight, that you brought in one night here, to be her 
wooer. 

Str To. Who? Sir Andrew Ague-cheek ? 

Mar. Ay, he. 

Sir To. He ’s as tall® a man as any ’s in Il]yria. 

Mar. What ’s that to the purpose ? 

Sir To. Why, he has three thousand ducats a year. 

Mar. Ay, but he ‘Il have but a year in all these 
ducats ; he ’s a very fool, and a prodigal. 

Str To. Fie, that you ‘ll say so! he plays o’ the viol- 
de-gamboys,> and speaks three or four languages word 
for word without book, and hath all the good gifts of 
nature. 

Mar. He hath, indeed, almost natural: for besides 
that he ’s a fool, be ’s a great quarreller; and but that 
he hath the gift of a coward to allay the gust he hath in 


; ® Tali—stout, bold. 
> Viol-de-gamboys—a kind of violoncello. 
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quarrelling, *t is thought among the prudent he would 
quickly have the gilt of a grave. 

Sir To. By this hand, they are scoundrels and sub- 
tractors that say so of him. Who are they ? 

Mar. They that add, moreover, he ’s drunk nightly 
in your company. 

Str To. With drinking healths to my niece: I ‘Il 
drink to her as long as there is a passage in my throat, 
and drink in Illyria. We ’s a coward, and a coystril, 
that will not drink to my niece till his brains turn o’ 
the toe like a parish-top. What, wench? Castiliano- 
yulgo; for here comes sir Andrew Ague-face. 


Enter Sin Anprew AGUE-CHEEK. 


Sir And. Sir Toby Belch! how now, sir Toby 
Belen! 

Sir To. Sweet sir Andrew! 

Sir And. Bless you, fair shrew. 

Mar. And you tov, sir. 

Sir To. Accost, sir Andrew, accost. 

Sir And. What ’s that ? 

Sir To. My niece’s chambermaid. 

Sir And. Good mistress Accost, I desire better ac- 
quaintance. 

Mar. My name is Mary, sir. 

Sir And, Gvod mistress Mary Accost,— 

Sir To. You mistake, knight; accost is, front her, 
board her,* woo her, assail her. 

Sir And. By my troth, I would not undertake her in 
this company. Is that the meaning of accost ? 

Mar. Fare you well, gentlemen. 

Str To. An thou let part so, sir Andrew, ’would thou 
mightst never draw sword again. 

Str And. An you part so, mistress, 1 would I might 
never draw sword again. Fair lady, do you think yon 
have fools in hand ? 

® Board her~ address her. 
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Mar. Sir, I have not you by the hand. 

Sir And. Marry, but you shall have; and here's 
my hand. 

Mar. Now, sir, thought is free: I pray you, bring 
your hand to the buttery-bar, and let it drink. 

Sir And. Wherefore, sweetheart? what's your meta- 
phor ? 

Mar. It’s dry, sir. 

Ser And. Why, I think so; Iam not such an ass but 
I can keep my hand dry. But what ’s your jest ? 

Mar. A dry jest, sir. 

Sir And. Are you full of them ? 

Mar. Ay, sir; I have them at my fingers’ ends: 
marry, now IJ let go your hand Iam barren. | Zz. Mar. 

Sir To. O knight, thou Jack’st a cup of canary: 
When did I see thee so put down ? 

Sir And. Never in your life, I think; unless you 
see canary put me down: Methinks sometimes I have 
no more wit than a christian, or an ordinary man has: 
but Iam a great eater of beef, and I believe that does 
harm to my wit. 

Ser To. No question. 

Six And. An I thought that, I’d forswear it, I TI 
ride home to-morrow, sir Toby. 

Sir To. Pourquoy, my dear knight? 

Sir And. What is pourquoy? do or not do? I would 
I had bestowed that time in the tongues that I have in 
fencing, dancing, and bear-baiting: O, had I but fol- 
lowed the arts ! 

Sir To. Then hadst thon had an excellent head of 

ir. 

Sir And. Why, would that have mended my hair? 

Sir To. Past question ; for thou see’st it will not curl 
by nature. 

Sir And. But it becomes me well enough, does ’t 
not? 

Sir To. Excellent; it hangs like flax on a distaff; 

VOL. III. Hu 


112 TWELFTH NIGHT. (Acr I. 


and I hope to see a housewife take thee between her legs, 
and spin it off. 

Sir And. ‘Faith, I’11 home to-morrow, sir Toby; 
your niece will not be seen; or, if she be, it ’s four to 
one she ‘ll none of me: the count himself, here hard by, 
woos her. 

Sir To. She ‘ll none o’ the count; she ‘l] not match 
above her degree, neither in estate, years, nor wit; 
I have heard her swear it. Tut, there ’s life im ’t, 
man. 

Sir And. I°l] stay a month Jonger. Iam a fellow 
o’ the strangest mind i’ the world; Idelight in masques 
and revels sometimes altogether. 

Stir To. Art thou good at these kickshaws, knight ? 

Str And, As any man in Illyria, whatsoever he be, 
under the degree of my betters; ard yet I will not com- 
pare with an old man. 

Sir To. What is thy excellence in a galliard, 
knight ? 

Str And. ‘Faith, I can cut a caper. 

Sir To. And I can cut the mutton to 't. 

Sir And, And, I think, I have the back-trick, simply 
as strong as any man in Illyria. 

Sir To. Wherefore are these things hid? wherefore 
have these gifts a curtain before them? are they like to 
take dust, like mistress Mall's picture? why dost thou 
not go to church in a galliard,* and come home in a 
coranto?® My very walk should be a jig; I would not 
so much as make water but in a sink-a-pace. What 
dost thou mean? is it a world to hide virtues in? I did 
think, by the excellent constitution of thy leg it was 
formed under the star of a galliard. 

Sir And. Ay, ’t is strong, and it does indifferent well 


® Galliard—a lively dance. 

© Coranto—a quick dauce. 

® Sink-a-pace—cinque-pace: a dance whose movement was 
regulated by the number five. 
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in a damask-coloured stock. Shall we set about some 
revels ? 

Str To. What shall we do else? were we not born 
under Taurus ? 

Sir And. Taurus? that ‘s sides and heart. 

Sir To. No, sir; it is lezs and thighs. Let me see 
thee caper: ha! higher: ha, ha!—excellent! | J¢rewut, 


SCENE IV.—A Pooin in the Duke’s Palace. 


Enter VaLEnTINE, and Viona in man’s attire. 


Val. If the duke continue these favours towards you, 
Cesario, you are like to be much advanced; he hath 
known you but three days, and already you are no 
stranger, 

Vio. You either fear his humour, or my negligence, 
that you call in question the continuance of his love: 
Is he inconstant, sir, in his favours ? 

Val. No, believe me. 


Enter Duk, Curto, and Attendants 


Vio. I thank you. Here comes the count. 

Duke. Who saw Cesario, ho ? 

Vio. On your attendance, my Jord ; here. 

Duke. Stand you awhile aloof.—Cesario, 
Thou know’st no Jess but all; I have unclasp‘d 
To thee the book even of my secret soul : 
Therefore, good youth, address thy gait unto her ; 
Be not denied access, stand at her doors, 
And tell them, there thy fixed fuot shall grow, 
Till thou have audience. 


® Damask-coloured stock. Stock is stocking. In the original 
we find dam’d coloured. Pope changed this to flame-coloured, 
We have ventured to read damask-coloured ; for it is evident 
that, if the word damask were writteu as pronounced rapidly, 
dam’sk, it might easily be misprtated dam'd. 
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Vio. Sure, my noble lord, 
If she be so abandon’d to her sorrow 
As it is spoke, she never will admit me. 
Duke. Be clamorous, and leap all civil bounds, 
Rather than make unprofited return. 
Vio. Say, Ido speak with her, my lord : What then ? 
Duke. O, then unfold the passion of my love 
Surprise her with discourse of my dear faith: 
It shall become thee well to act my woes ; 
She will attend it better in thy youth, 
Than in a nuncio of more grave aspect. 
Vio. 1 think not so, my lord. 
Duke. Dear Jad, believe it ; 
For they shall yet belic thy happy years 
That say, thou art a man: Diana’s lip 
Is not more smooth and rubious ; thy smali pipe 
Is as the maiden’s organ, shrill and sound, 
And all is semblative a woman’s part. | 
I know thy constellation is right apt 
For this affair :—Some four, or five, attend him ; 
All, if you will; for I myself am best 
When least in company :—Prosper well in this, 
And thou shalt live as freely as thy lord, 
To call his fortunes thine. 
V0. I ‘Il do my best 
To woo your lady: yet, [aside] a barful strife! 
Whoe'er I woo, myself would be his wife. [ Fxeunt. 


SCENE V.—A Room in Olivia's House. 


Enter Maria and Clown. 


Mar. Nay, either tell me where thou hast been, or I will 
not open my lips so wide as a bristle may enter, in way 
of thy excuse: my lady will hang thee for thy absence. 

Clo. Vet her hang me: he that is well hanged in this 
world needs to fear no colours. 

Mar. Make that good, 
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Clo. He shall see none to fear. 

Mar. A good lenten answer: I can tell thee where 
that saying was born, of, I fear no colours. 

Clo. Where, good mistress Mary ? 

Mar. In the wars; and that may you be bold to say 
in your foolery. | 

Clo. Well, God give them wisdom that have it; and 
those that are fools let them use their talents. 

Mar. Yet you will be hanged, for being so long ab- 
sent; or, to be turned away: is not that as good asa 
hanging to you ? 

Clo. Many a good hanging prevents a bad marriage ; 
and, for turning away, let summer bear it out. 

Mar. You are resolute, then ? 

Clo. Not so, neither; but I am resolved on two 
points. 

Mar. That if one break the other will hold; or, if 
both break your gaskins fall. 

Clo. Apt, in good faith; very apt! Well, go thy 

way 3 if sir Toby would Jeave drinking, thou wert as 
“witty a piece of Eve's flesh as any in Illyria. 

Mar. Peace, you rogue, no more o’ that; here comes 

my lady: make your excuse wisely, you were best. 
| Exit. 


Enter Orivi1a and Matrvo tio. 


Clo. Wit, an ’t be thy will, put me into good fool- 
ing! Those wits that think they have thee do very oft 
prove fools; and I, that am sure I lack thee, may pass 
for a wise man: For what says Quinapalus? Better a 
witty fool, than a foolish wit.—God bless thee, lady ! 

Olt. Take the fool away. 

Clo. Do you not hear, fellows? Take away the lady. 

Ol. Go to, you "re a dry fuol; I ‘1 no more of you: 
besides, you grow dishonest. 

Clo. Two fanlts, madonna, that drink and good 
counsel will amend : for give the dry fool drink,—then 
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is the fool not dry; bid the dishonest man mend him- 

self,—if he mend, he is no longer dishonest; if he can- 

not, let the botcher mend him: Anything that ’s mended 

1g but patched: virtue that transgresses is but patched 

with sin; and sin that amends is but patched with vir- 

tue: If that this simple syllogism will serve, so; if it 

will not, What remedy ? As there is no true cuckold - 
but calamity, so beauty ’s a flower :—the lady bade take 

away the fool; therefore, 1 say again, take her away. 

Oli. Sir, 1 bade them take away you. 

Clo. Misprision in the highest degree !—Lady, Cue 
cullus non fuctt monachum ; that’s as much to say as, 
I wear not motley in my brain. Good madouna, give 
me leave to prove you a fool. 

Oli. Can you do it ? 

Clo. Dexterously, good madonna. 

Oli. Make your proof. 

Clo. I must catechise you fur it, madonna: Good 
my mouse of virtue, answer me. 

Oli. Well, sir, for want of other idleness, I'll ’bide 
your proof. 

Clo. Good madonna, why mourn’st thou? 

Oli. Good fool, for my brother's death. 

Clo. I think his soul is in hell, madonna. 

Oli. I know his soul is in heaven, fool}. 

Clo. The more fool, madonna, to mourn for your 
brother’s soul being in heaven.—Take away the fool, 
gentlemen. 

Oli. What think you of this fool, Malvelio? doth he 
not mend ? 

Mal. Yes; and shall do, till the pangs of death 
shake him: Infirmity, that decays the wise, doth ever 
make the better fool. 

Clo. God send you, sir, a speedy infirmity, for the 
better increasing your folly ! Sir Toby will be sworn 
that Iam no fox; but he will not pass his word for 
twopence that you are no fuol. 
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Oli. How say you to that, Malvolio ? 

Mal. I marvel your ladyship takes delight in such a 
barren rascal: I saw him put down the other day with 
an ordinary fool that has no more brain than a stone. 
Look you now, he ’s out of his guard already; unless 
you laugh and minister occasion to him, he is gagged. 
I protest I take these wise men, that crow so at these 
set kind of fools, no better than the fools’ zanies. 

Oli. O, you are sick of self-love, Malvolio, and taste 
with a distempered appetite. To be generous, guiltless, 
and of free disposition, is to take those things for bird- 
bolts that you deem cannon-bullets: There is no slan- 
der in an allowed fool, though he do nothing but rail; 
nor no railing in a known discreet man, though he do 
nothing but reprove. 

Clo. Now Mercury endue thee with leasing,® for 
thou speakest well of fools! 


Re-enter Mania. 


Mar. Madam, there is at ‘he gate a young gentle 
man much desires to speak with you. 

Oli. From the count Orsino, is it ? 

Mar. I know not, madam; ‘tis a fair young man, 
and well attended. 

Oli. Who of my people hold him in delay ? 

Mar. Sir Toby, madam, your kinsman. 

Oli. Fetch him off, I pray yous; he speaks nothing 
but madman: Fie on him! [zit Manria.] Go you, 
Malvolio: if it be a suit from the count, I am sick, or 
not at home; what you will, to dismiss it. [Jzi¢ Mar- 
vo.io.| Now you see, sir, how your fooling grows old, 
and people dislike it. 

Clo. Thou hast spoke for us, madonna, as if thy 
eldest son should be a fool; whose skull Jove cram 


* Leasing—falsehood. The meaning probably is, since thou 
speakest the truth of fools (which is not profitable), may Mer- 
cury give thee the advantageous gift of lying. 
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with brains! for here he comes, one of thy kin, has a 
most weak pia mater. 


Entcr S1r Tosy Benicu. 


Oli. By mine honour, half drunk.—What is he at 
the gate, cousin ? 

Sir To. A gentleman. 

Olt. A gentleman? what gentleman ? 

Sir To. "Tis a gentleman here—A plague o’ these 
pickle-herrings !_TIow now, sot ? 

Clo. Good sir Toby,— 

Oli. Cousin, cousin, how have you come so carly by 
this lethargy ? 

Str To. Lechery! I defy lechery: There ‘’s one at 
the gate. 

Oli. Ay, marry; what is he? 

Sir To. Let him be the devil, an he will, I care not: 
give me faith, say I. Well, it ’s all one. [ Lxit. 

Olt. What ’s a drunken man like, fool ? 

Clo. Like a drowned man, a fool, and a madman: 
one draught above heat makes him a fool; the second 
mads him; and a third drowns him. 

Oli. Go thou and seck the crowner, and let him sit 
o’ my coz; for he’s in the third degree of drink, he ’s 
drowned : go, look after him. 

Clo. He is but mad yet, madonna; and the fool 
shall look to the madman. [ Zaxit Clown. 


Re-enter Matvouio. 


Mal. Madam, yond young fellow swears he will 
speak with you. I told him you were sick; he takes 
on him to understand so much, and therefore comes to 
speak with you: I told him you were asleep; he seems 
to have a foreknowledge of that too, and therefore comes 
to speak with you. What is to be said to him, lady? 
he 's fortified against any denial. 

Oli. Tell him he shall not speak with me. 
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Mal. He has been told so; and he says, he “ll stand 
at your door like a sheriff’s post, and be the snpporter 
of a bench, but he ’11 speak with you. 

Olt. What kind of man is he ? 

Mal. Why, of mankind. 

Oli. What manner of man? 

Mal. Of very ill manner; he ‘ll speak with you, 
will you, or no. 

Ol. Of what personage, and years, is he? 

Mal. Not yet old enough for a man, nor young 
enough for a boy; as a squash is before ’t is a peascod, 
or a coding when ’t is almost an apple: "t is with him 
in standing water, between boy and man. He is very 
well favoured, and he speaks very shrewishly; one 
would think his mother’s milk were scarce out of him. 

Oli. Let him approach: Call in my gentlewoman. 

Mal. Gentlewoman, my lady calls. [ Lixit. 


Re-enter Manta. 


Oli. Give me my veil: come, throw it o'er my face 
We ‘ll once more hear Orsino’s embassy. 


Enter Vioua. 


Vio. The honourable lady of the house, which is she ? 
Oli. Speak to me, I shall answer for her: Your will ? 
Vio. Most radiant, exquisite, and unmatchable 
beauty, I pray you teli me if this be the lady of the 
house, for I never saw her: I would be loth to cast 
away my speech ; for, besides that it is excellently well 
mned, I have taken great pains to con it. Good 
eauties, let me sustain no scorn; 1 am very comptible,* 
even to the least sinister usage. 
Oli. Whence came you, sir? 
Vio. I can say little more than I have studied, and 
that question ’s out of my part. Good gentle one, give 


Cumptibleaccountable, realy to submit. 
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me modest assurance if you be the lady of the house, 
that I may proceed in my speech. 

Oli. Are you a comedian ? 

Vio. No, my profound heart; and yet, by the very 
fangs of malice I swear 1 am not that 1 play. Are you 
the lady of the house ? 

Oli. If I do not usurp myself, I am. 

Vio. Most certain, if you are she you do usurp your- 
self; for what is yours tu bestow is not yours to reserve. 
But this is from my commission: I will on with my 
speech in your praise, and then show you the heart of 
my message. 

Oli. Come to what is important in ’t: 1 forgive you 
the praise. | 

Vio. Alas, I took great pains to study it, and 't is 
poetical. 

Oli. It is the more like to be feigned ; I pray you, 
keep itm. I heard you were saucy at my gates; and 
allowed your approach, rather to wonder at you than to 
hear you. If you be not mad, be gone; if you have 
reason, be brief: "t is not that time of moon with me to 
make one in so skipping a dialogue. 

Mar. Will you Aiist sail, sir? here lies your way. 

Vio. No, good swabber; Iam to hull here a little 
longer.—Some mollification for your giant, sweet lady. 

Oli. Tell me your mind. 

Vio. 1 am a messenger. 

Oli. Sure, you have some hideous matter to deliver, 
when the courtesy of it is so fearful. Speak your 
office. 

Vio. It alone concerns your ear. I bring no over- 
ture of war, no taxation of homage; I hold the olive in 
my hand: my words are as full of peace as matter. 

Oli. Yet you began rudely. What are you? what 
would you ? 

Vio. The rudeness that hath appeared in me, have I 
learned from my entertainment. What I am, and what 
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I would, are as secret as maidenhead: to your ears, 
divinity; to any other's, profanation. 

Olt. Give us the place alone: we will hear this di- 
vinity. [Exit Maria.] Now, sir, what is your text ? 

Vio. Most sweet lady,— 

Olt, A comfortable doctrine, and much may be said 
of it. Where lies your text ? 

Vio. In Orsino’s bosom. 

Oli. In his bosom? In what chapter of his bosom ? 

‘to. To answer by the method, in the first of his 
heart. 

Oli. O, I have read it; it is heresy. Ilave you no 
more to say ? 

Vio. Good madam, let me see your face. 

Oli. Wave you any commission from your lord to 
nezotiate with my face? you are now out of your text: 
but we will draw the curtain, and show you the picture. 
| Unveiling.} Look you, sir, such a one I was this pre- 
sent: Is ’t not well done? 

Vio. Excellently done, if God did all. 

Oli. ‘T is in gram, sir; ‘t will endure wind and 
weather. 

Vio. °T is beauty truly blent, whose red and white 
Nature’s own sweet and cunning hand laid on: 

Lady, you are the cruell’st she alive, 
If you will lead these graces to the grave, 
And leave the world no copy. 

Oli. O, sir, I will not be so hard-hearted; I will 
give out divers: schedules of my beauty: It shall be 
inventoried ; and every particle, and utensil, labelled 
to my will: as, item, two lips indifferent red; item, 
two grey eyes, with lids to them; item, one neck, one 
chin, and so forth, Were you sent hither to praise 
me ? 

Vio. I see you what you are: you are too proud ; 
But, if you were the devil, you are fair. 

My lord and master loves you; O, such love 
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Could be but recompens'd, though you were crown'd 
The nonpareil of beauty ! 
Oli. How does he love me? 
Vio. With adorations, fertile tears, 
With groans that thunder love, with sighs of fire. 
Oli. Your lord does know my mind, I cannot love 
him: 
Yet I suppose him virtuous, know him noble, 
Of great estate, of fresh and stainless youth ; 
In voices well divulg'd, free, learn’d, and valiant, 
And in dimension, and the shape of nature, 
A gracious person ; but yet I cannot love him; 
He might have took his answer long ago. 
Jeo. If I did Jove you in my master’s flame, 
With such a suffering, such a deadly life, 
In your denial I would find no sense, 
I would not understand it. 
Ol. Why, what would you? 
Vio. Make me a willow cabin at your gate, 
And call upon my soul within the house ; 
Write loyal cantons * of contemned love, 
And sing them loud even in the dead of night; 
Holla your name to the reverberate hills, 
And make the babbling gossip of the air 
Cry out, Olivia! O, you should not rest 
Between the elements of air and earth, 
But you should pity me. 
Oli. You might do much: What is your parentage? 
Vio. Above my fortunes, yet my state is well: 
I am a gentleman. 
Oli. Get you to your lord; 
I cannot Jove him: Jet him send no more ; 
Unless, perchance, you come to me again, 
To tell me how he takes it. Fare you well: 
I thank you for your pains: spend this for me. 
Vio. 1 am no feed post, lady; keep your purse; 
® Cantons—cauntos. 
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My master, not myself, Jacks recompense. 

Love make his heart of flint, that you shall love; 

And let your fervour, like my master’s, be 

Plac'd in contempt! Farewell, fair cruelty. [ Exit. 
Oli. What is your parentage ? 

“ Above my fortunes, yet my state is well : 

I am a gentleman.”’—I ‘il bes vorm thou art; 

Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions, and spirit, 

Do give thee five-fold blazon:—Not too fast :—soft! 

soft ! 

Unless the master were the man.—How now ? 

Even so quickly may one catch the plague ? 

Methinks, I feel this youth’s perfections, 

With an invisible and subtle stealth, 

To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be.— 


What, ho, Malvolio!— 
Re-enter Mavou10. 


Mal. Here, madam, at your service. 
Oli. Run after that same peevish messenver, 

The county's man: he left this ring behind him, 

Would I, or not; tell him, 1 "Il none of it. 

Desire him not to flatter with Ins lord, 

Nor hold him up with hopes; I am not for him: 

If that the youth will come this way to-morrow, 

I ‘}] give him reasons for ‘t. Hie thee, Malvolio. 

| Mal. Madam, I will. [ Lucid. 
Oli. I do I know not what: and fear to find 

Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind. 

Fate, show thy force : Ourselves we do not owe; 

What is decreed must be; and be this so! [ Bxvt. 


® We do not own, possess, ourselves. 
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ACT IT. 


SCENE I.— The Sea-coast. 


Enter Anrontro and SEBASTIAN. 


Ané. Will you stay no longer? nor will you not that 
I go with you? 

Seb. By your patience, no: my stars shine darkly 
over me; the malignancy of my fate might, perhaps, 
distemper yours; therefore, I shall crave of you -your 
leave that I may bear my evils alone: It were a bad 
recompense for your love to lay any of them on you. 

Ant. Let me yet know of you whither you are bound. 

Sed. No, ‘sooth, sir; my determinate voyage is mere 
extravagancy., But I perceive in you so excellent a 
touch of modesty, that you will not extort from me 
what Lam willing to keep in; therefore it charges me 
in manners the rather to express" myself. You must 
know of me then, Antonio, my name is Sebastian, which 
I called Rodorigo; my father was that Sebastian of 
Messaline,»> whom I know you have heard of: he left 
behind him, myself and a sister, both born in an hour, 
If the Heavens liad been pleased, ‘would we had so 
ended! but you, sir, altered that ; for, some hour before 
you took me from the breach of the sea was my sister 
drowned, 

Ant. Alas, the day! 

Seb. A lady, sir, though it was said she much re- 
sembled me, was yet of many accounted beautiful : but, 
though I could not, with such estimable wonder, overfar 
believe that, yet thus far I will boldly publish her,— 


® Exrpress—make known. 
» Messaline. Mitylene (Lesbos) is most probably meant. 
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she bore a mind that envy could not but call fair: she 
is drowned already, sir, with salt water, though I seem 
to drown her remembrance again with more. 

Ant. Pardon me, sir, your bad entertainment. 

Seb. O, good Antonio, forgive me your trouble. 

Ant. If you will not murther me for my love, let me 
be your servant. 

Seb. If you will not undo what you have done, that 
is, kill him whom you have recovered, desire it not. 
Fare ye well at once: my bosom is full of kindness; 
and I am yet so near the manners of my mother, that, 
upon the least occasion more, mine eyes will tell tales 
of me. Iam bound tothe count Orsino’s court: fare- 
well. [ Feit. 

Ant. The gentleness of all the gods go with thee! 

I have many enemies in Orsino’s court, 

Else would I very shortly see thee there : 

But, come what may, I do adore thee so, 

That danger shall seem sport, and I will go. [ Exit. 


SCENE II.—A Street. 
Enter Viora; Marvonio following. 


Mal. Were not you even now with the countess 
Olivia ? 

Vio. Even now, sir; ona moderate pace I have since 
arrived but hither. 

Mal. She returns this ring to you, sir; you might 
have saved me my pains, to have taken it away your- 
self. She adds, moreover, that you should put your 
lord into a desperate assurance she will none of him: 
And one thing more; that you be never so hardy to 
come again in his affairs, unless it be to report your 
lord’s taking of this. Receive it so. 

Vio. She took the ring of me. I Il none of it. 

Mal. Come, sir, you peevishly threw it to her; and 
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her will is it should be so returned: if it be worth stoop- 

ing for, there it les in your eye; if not, be it his that 

finds it. [ Bait. 
Vio. I left no ring with her: What means this 

Jady ? 

Fortune forbid, my outside have not charm’d her! 

She made good view of me; indeed, so much 

That, methought, her cyes had lost * her tongue, 

For she did speak in starts distractedly. 

She loves me, sure; the cunning of her passion 

Invites me in this churlish messenger. 

None of my lord’s ring! why, he sent her none. 

Iam the man :—If it beso, (as ’t is,) 

Poor Jady, she were better love a dream. 

Disguise, I see thou art a wickedness, 

Wherein the pregnant enemy does much. 

How easy is it for the proper-false > 

In women’s waxen hearts to set their forms! 

Alas, our frailty is the cause, not we; 

For, such as we are made, if such we be. 

How will this fadge?* My master loves her dearly : 

And I, poor monster, fond as much on him; 

And she, mistaken, seems to dote on me : 

What will become of this? As I am man, 

My state is desperate for my master’s love ! 

As I am woman, now alas the day! 

What thriftless sighs shall poor Olivia breathe! 

O time, thou must untangle this, not I; 

It is too hard a knot for me t’ untie. { Exit 


® Lost—caused her tongue to be lost.’ . 

b Proper-false. Proper is here handsome. This adjective is 
compounded with false, in the same way that we subsequently 
have beauteous-evil. 

j ° Fadge—to suit, to agree; from the Anglo-Saxon fegan, to 
OD. 
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SCENE III.—A Room in Olivia’s Tlouse. 


Enter Sin Tony Beucn and Sir Anprew 
AGUE-CHEEK. 

Sir To. Approach, sir Andrew: not to be a-hed 
after midnight isto be ap betimes ; and diluculo suryere, 
thou know’st,— 

Sir And. Nay, by my froth, I know not : but I know, 
to be up late is to be up late. 

Sir To. A false conclusion; T hate it as an unfilled 
can: To be up after midnight, and to go to bed then, 
is early: so that, to go to bed affer midnight is to ¢o 
to bed befimes. Do not our lives consist of the four 
elements ? 

Str And. "Faith, so they say; but, I think, it rather 
consists of eating and drinking. 

Sir To. Thou ‘rt a scholar; let us therefore eat and 
drink.—Marian, I say !—a stoop of wine! 

Linter Clown. 

Sir «ind. Were comes the fool, ¥ faith, 

Clo. How now, my hearts? Did you never see the 
picture of we three 2?" 

Sir To. Welcome, ass. Now let.’s have a catch. 

Sir And. By my troth, the fool has an excellent 
breast. I had rather than forty shillings I had such a 
leg ; and so sweet a breath to sing, as the fool has. In 
sooth, thou wast in very gracious fooling last night, 
when thou spokest of Pigrogromitus, of the Vapians 
passing the equinoctial of Queubus; *t was very good, 
1’ faith. I sent thee sixpence for thy leman: Hadst it 

Clo. I did impeticos thy gratillity ;° for Malvolio’s 

* “The picture of we three’? was a picture, or sign, of Two 
Fools, upon which was an inscription, we be three, so that the 
unjucky wight who was tempted to read it supplied © argument 
for a week, laughter for a month, and a good jest for ever.” 

b Excellent breast—excellent voice. 

¢ Impeticos thy gratillity. ‘This is evidently a touch of the 
fantastic language which the Clown continually uses. 
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nose is no whipstock: My lady has a white hand, and 
the Myrmidons are no bottle-ale houses. 

Sir And. Excellent! Why, this is the best fooling, 
when all is done. Now, a song. 

Sir To. Come on; there is sixpence for you: let ’s 
have a song. 

Str And. There ’s a testri] of me too; if one knight 
give a 
Clo. Would you have a love-song, or a sung of good 
life ?. 

Sir To. A love-song, a love-song. 

Sur And. Ay, ay; 1 care not for good life. 

SONG. 
Clo. © mistress mine, where are you roaming ? 
O, stay and hear; your true love ’s coming, 
That can sing both high and low: 
Trip no further, pretty sweeting ; 
Journeys end in Jovers’ meeting, 
Every wise man’s son doth know. 





Sir And. Excellent good, i’ faith. 

Sa To. Good, good. 

Clo. Whatis love? ‘tis not hereafter ; 

Present mirth hath present laughter ; 
What's to come is still unsure; 

In delay there lies no plenty ; 

Then come kiss me, sweet and twenty, 
Youth ’s a stuff will not endure. 

Sir And. A mellifluous voice, as I am true knight. 

Sir To. A contagious breath. 

Sir And. Very sweet and contagious, i’ faith. 

Sir To. To hear by the nose, it is dulcet in contagion. 
But shall we make the welkin dance indeed? Shall 
we rouse the night-owl in a catch, that will draw three 
souls out of one weaver? shall we do that? 

Sir And. An you love me, let ’s dot: I am dog at 
a catch. 

Clo. By ‘r lady, sir, and some dogs will catch 
well. 
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Str And. Most certain: let our catch be, “ Thou 
knave.” ® 

Clo. “ Hold thy peace, thou knaye,” knight? I shall 
be constrained in ’t to call thee knave, knight. 

Sir And. "YT is not the first time I have constrained . 
one to call me knave. Begin, fool; it begins, “ Hold 
thy peace.” 

Clo. I slrall never begin, if I hold my peace. 

Sir And. Good, 1’ faith! Come, begin. 

[ Lhey sing a catch. 
Enter Maria. 


Mar. What a caterwauling do you keep here! If 
my lady have not called up her ste ward, Malvolio, and 
bid him turn you out of doors, never trust me. 

Sir To. My lady ’s a Cataian, we are politicians ; 
alvolia’ sa Pey-a- -Ramsay, and. “Three merry men 
be we” Am not [I consanguineous? am I not of her 
blood? Tilly-valley! lady ! 1“ There dwelt a man in 
Babylon, lady, lady!” [ Singing. 

Clo. Beshrew me, the knight ’s in admirable fooling. 

Sir And. Ay, he does well enough, if he be disposed, 
and so do I too; he does it with a better grace, hut Ido 
it more natural. 

Sir To. © O, the twelfth day of December, "— 

[ Stinging. 

Mar. For the love o’ God, peace. 


Enter Mavo1io. 

Mal. My masters, are you mad? or what are yon ? 
Have you no wit, manners, nor honesty, but to gabble 
like tinkers at this time of night? Do you make an 
alehouse of my lady's house, that ye squeak out your 
coziers’ catches > without any mitigation or remorse of 

* The music of this catch is given in the ‘ Pictorial’ Edition ; 
as also of the old air of ‘ l’eg-a- “Ramsay,” 


» Coziers' catches. A cozier is a botcher—whether a tailor or 
a cobbler is not material. 
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voice? Is there no respect of place, persons, nor time, 
in you ? 

Sir To. We did keep time, sir, in our catches. Sneck 
up!? 

Mal. Sir Toby, T must be round with you. My lady 
bade me tell you, that, though she harbours you as her 
kinsman, she’s nothing allied to your disorders. If 
you can separate yourselfand your misdemeanors, you 
ure welcome to the house; if not, an it would please 
you to take leave of her, she is very willing to bid you 
farewell. 

Sir To. “ Farewell, dear heart, since I must needs 

he gone.”” > 

Mar. Nay, good sir Toby. 

Clo. “TWlis eyes do show his days are almost 

done.” 

Mal, Is ‘t even so? 

Sir To. © But 1 will never die.” 

Clo. Sir Toby, there you Ne. 

Mal. This is much credit to you. 

Ser To. “ Shall J bid him go?” 

Clo What an if you do?” 

Sir To. “Shall I bid him go, and spare not?” 

Clo. “ O no, no, no, ne, you dare not.” 

Sir To. Out o' time? sir, ye he.—Art any more than 
a steward? Dost thou think because thou art virtuous, 
there shall be no more cakes and ale? 

Clo, Yes, by saint Anne; and ginger shall be hot 
i’ the mouth too. 

Sir To. Thou'rt ? the right.—Go, sir, rub your chain 
with crumbs :*—A stoop of wine, Maria ! 

Mal. Mistress Mary, if you prized my lady's favour 
at anything more than contempt, you would not give 


® Sneck up—hang yourself. 

> The old ballad, from which this, and subsequent lines, are 
quoted, is found in Percy's ‘ Reliques.’ 

¢ The steward’s office of authority was denoted by a chain, 
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means for this uncivil rule;* she shall know of it, by 
this hand. [ Exit, 

Mar. Go shake your ears. 

Sor And, ?T were as good a deel as to drink when a 
man ’s a hungry, to challenge him the field; and then 
to break promise with him, and make a fool of him. 

Str To. Do't, knight; 1 "ll write thee a challenge ; 
or 1'I} deliver thy indignation to him by word of mouth. 

Mar. Sweet sir Toby, be patient for to-night; since 
the youth of the count’s was to-day with my Jady, she 
is mnuch out of quiet. For monsieur Malvolio, let me 
alone with him: if Ido not gull him into a nayword, 
and make him a common recreattion do not think I 
have wit enough to lie straight in imy bed: I know I 
can do it. 

Sir To. Possess us, possess us; tell us something of 
him. 

Mar. Marry, sir, sometimes he is a kind of Puritan, 

Str And. O,if Tthought that, 1 *d beat him like a dog, 

Sir To. What, for being a Puritan? thy exquisite 
reason, dear knight ? 

Sir And. Lhave no exquisite reason for ‘t, but I have 
reason good enough. 

Mar, The devil a Puritan that he is, or anything 
constantly but a time-pleaser ; an affectioned ¢ ass, that 
cons state without book, and utters it by great swarths : 
the best persuaded of himself, so crammed, as he thinks, 
with *excellences, that it is his ground of faith that all 
that look on him love him; and on that vice in him 
wili my revenge find notable cause to work. 

Sir To. What wilt thou do ? 

Mar. I will drop in his way some obscure epistles of 
love; wherein, by the colour of ]us beard, the shape of 


® Rule—conduct, method of life. 
& Possess us—iniorm us. 
* Affeett med. Affection is several times used by Shakspere 


fu the sense of @f/ectation, 
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his leg, the manner of his gait, the expressure of his eye, 
forehead, and complexion, he shall find himself most 
feelingly personated: I can write very like my lady, 
your miece; on a forgotten matter we can hardly make 
distinction of our hands, 

Sir To. Excellent! I smell a device. 

Ser And, I have ’t in my nose too. 

Sir To. He shall think, by the letters that thou wilt 
drop, that they come from my niece, and that she ‘s in 
love with him, 

Mar, My purpose is, mdced, a horse of that colour, 

Six And, And your horse now would make him an ass, 

Mar. Ass, I doubt not. 

Sir And, O, "t will be admirable. 

Mar. Sport royal, | warrant you: I know my physic 
will work with him. I will plant you two, and Jet the 
fool make a third, where he shall find the letter; observe 
his construction of it. For this night, to bed, and dream 
on the event. Farewell. [ Iewit. 

Str To. Good night, Penthesilea. 

Sir And. Before me, she ’s a good wench. 

Sty To. She °s a beagle, true bred, and one that 
adores me: What o7 that? 

Sor And, I was adored once too. 

Sir To. Let's to bed, knight.—Thou hadst need send 
for more money, 

Sir And. It I cannot recover your niece, Lam a foul 
Way out. 

Str To. Send for money, knight; if thou hast her not 
¥ the end, call me Cut. 

Sir And. If I do not, never trust me, take it how 
you will, 

Sir To. Come, come; I ‘}] go bum some sack ; 't is 
too late to go to bed now. Come, knight; come, knight. 

[ Exeunt. 


% Call me Cut. ‘ Call me horse,” says Falstaff. A cut was 
a horse. 
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SCENE IV.—A Room in the Duke’s Palace. 


Enter Duxr, Vioia, Curio, and others. 


Duke. Give me some music :—Now, good morrow, 

friends :— 

Now, good Cesario, but that piece of song, 

That old and antique song we heard last night; 

Methought, it did relieve my passion much; 

More than light airs and recollected terms, 

Of these most brisk and giddy-paced times : 

Come, but one verse. 

Cur. He is not here, so please your lordship, that 
should sing it. 

Duke. Who was it ? 

Cur. Feste, the jester, my lord; a fool, that the lady 
Olivia’s father took much delight in: he is about the 
house. 

Duke. Seek hiim out, and play the tune the while. 

ee Cunio—Music. 
Come hither, boy: If ever thou shalt love, 
In the sweet pangs of it remember me : 
For, such as 1 am all true lovers are; 
Unstaid and skittish in all motions else, 
Save, in the constant image of the creature 
That is belov'd.—Ilow dost thou like this tune ? 

Vio. It gives a very echo to the seat 
Where Love is thron’d. 

Duke. Thou dost speak masterly : 
My life upon ’t, young though thou art, thine eye 
Hath stay’d upon sume favour that it loves ; 

Hath it not, boy ? 


Vio. _ Alittle, by your favour. 
Duke. What kind of woman is ‘t ? 
Vio. Of your complexion. 


Duke. She is not worth thee then. What years, 
VY faith ? 
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Vio. About your vears, my lord. 
. i. > e 
Duke. Too old, by Heaven: Let still the woman take 
i 

An elder than herself; so wears she to him, 
So sways she level in her husband's heart. 
For, boy, however we do praise ourselves, 
Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm, 
More longing, wavering, sooner lost and worn, 
Than women's are. 

Vio. T think it well, my Jord, 

Duke. Then Jet thy love be younger than thyself 

4 - ns * ’ 

Or thy affection cannot hold the bent : 
For women are as roses: whose fair flower, 
Being once display'd, doth fall that very hour. 

Vio. And so they are: alas, that they are so; 
') : ’ yg } Er i ve * ; Pr , i] 
Yo die. even when they to perfection grow ! 


Re-cnter Cerio and Clown. 


Duke. O fellow, come, the song we had last might: 
Mark °, Cesario satis old and plain: 
The sy isters and the knitters tn the san, 
And the free maids that weave their thread with bones, 
Do use to chant it; it is silly sooth, 
And dallies with the mnocence of love, 
Like the old age. 
Clo, Are you ready, sir? 
Duke. Ay; prithee sing. | Mes’e. 
SON 
Cla. Come away, Come away, death, 
Aud in sad cx press® Jet me be Latd s 
Fly away, fly away, breath: 
Tam slain by a tar croel maid. 
My shroud of white, stuck ail with vew, 
QO, prepare it; 
My part of death no one so true 
Did share it. 


Sad cypress. There is a doubt whether a coffia of evpress- 
wood, or a shroud of cypress, be here mez ut. 
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Not a flower, not a flower sweet, 
On my black coffin let there be sirown ; 
Not a friend, not a friend greet 
My poor corpse, where my bones shall be thrown: 
A thousand thousand sighs to save, 
Lay me, O, where 
Sad true lover never find my grave, 
To weep there. 

Duke. There ’s for thy pains. 

Clo. No pains, sir; 1 take pleasure in singing, sir. 

Duke. 1h pay thy pleasure then, 

Coo. Truly, sir, and pleasure will be paid, one time 
er another. 

Duke. Give me now leave to leave thee. 

Clo. Now, the melancholy god protect thee 5 and the 
tailor make thy doublet of changeable 1 tall tha, for thy 
mind ig a very opal !*@—I would have men of such ecn- 
stancy put fo sea, that thei business might be every- 
thing, and their intent everywhere; for that's it that 
always makes a good voyage of nothing.— Farewell, 

[dee Clown, 
Duke. Let all the rest give place. 
[ Avctnt Curto and Attendants, 
Once more, Cesario, 
Gret thee to yon’ same sovereign cruelty : 
Tell her, my Jove, more noble than the world, 
Prizes not quantity of dirty lands ; 
The parts that fortune hath bestow “dl upon her, 
Tell her, I hol’ as giddily as fortane; 
But ‘t is that miracle, and queen of gers, 
That nature pranks her in, attracts my soul. 

Vio. Butar she cannot love you, sir? 

Duke. I cannot be so answer'd. 

Vio. ‘Sooth, but you must, 
Say, that some lady, as, perhaps, there is, 

Hath for your love as great a pang of heart 

® Opal—a vem whose colours change as it is viewed in 

different Lights. 
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As you have for Olivia: you cannot love her ; 
You tell her so: Must she not then be answer’d ? 
Duke. There is no woman’s sides 
Can bide the beating of so strong a passion 
As love doth give my heart : no woman's heart 
So big, to hold so much; they Jack retention, 
Alas, their love may be calld appetite,— 
No motion of the liver, but the palate,— 
That suffer surfeit, cloyment, and revolt ; 
But mine is all as hungry as the sea, 
And can digest as much: make ne compare 
Between that love a woman can bear me, 
And that Lowe Olivia. 
Vw. Ay, but I know,— 
Duke. What dost thou know ? 
Vio. Too well what love women to men may owe: 
In faith, they are as true of heart as we. 
My father had a daughter lov'd a man, 
As it might be, perhaps, were I a woman, 
I should your lordship. 
Duke. And what ‘s her history ? 
Vio. A blank, my lord; She never told her love, 
But let concealment, ike a worm i the bud, 
Feed on her damask cheek : she pin‘d in thought; 
And, with a green and yellow melancholy, 
She sat, hike patience on a monument, 
Smiling at grief. Was not this love, indeed ? 
We men may say more, swear more: buf, indeed, 
Our shows are nore than will; for still we prove 
Much in our vows, but little in our love, 
Duke. But died thy sister of her love, my boy % 
Vio. Tam all the daughters of my father’s house, 
And all the brothers too ;—and yet I know not.— 
Sir, shall I to this lady ? 
Duke. Ay, that ’s the theme. 
To her in haste; give her this jewel; say, 
My love can give no place, bide no denay.  [Ezessné. 
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SCENE V.—Olivia’s Garden. 


Anéer Sir Tony Bencu, Sin Anprew AGUE-CHEEK, 
and VAaBIAN. 

Sir To. Come thy ways, signior Fabian. 

I’ab, Nay, I'll come; if I lose a scruple of this 
sport, let me be boiled to death with melancholy. 

Si To. Wouldst thou not be glad to have the 
niggardly rascally sheep-biter come by some notable 
shame ? 

fab. I would exult, man: you know, he brought 
me out 0’ favour with my lady, about a bear-baiting 
here. 

Six To. To anger him, we ‘ll have the bear again ; 
and we will fool him black and blue :—Shall we not, 
sir Andrew ¢ 

su And, An we do not, it is pity of our lives. 


enter Mania. 


Sor To. Were comes the little villain:—How now, 
my metal of India <4 

Mar. Get ye all three into the box-tree: Malyolio ‘s 
coming down this walk. Ife has been yonder 1 the 
sun, practising behaviour to his own shadow, this half- 
hour: observe him, for the love of mockery; for, 1 
know, this letter will niake a contemplative idiot of 
lim. Close, in the name of jesting! The men hide 
themselves.} Lie thou there; (throws down a letter | 
fur bere comes the trout that must be caught with 
tickling. | cit Manga. 

Luter Manvowso, 


Mal. "T is but fortane; all is fortune. Maria once 
tuld me she did allect me: and I have heard herself 
® My metal of India. So the origival folio—mettle. Inthe 


sreond folio we have nettle. My metal of India is, vbsiously 
envigh, my heart of gold, my precious girl. 
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come thus near, that, should she fancy, it should be one 
of my complexion. Besides, she uses me with a more 
exalted respect than any one else that follows her. 
What should I think on "t? 

Sir To. Here ’s an overweening rogue ! 

Fab. O, peace! Contemplation makes a rare turkey- 
cock of him! how he jets under his advanced plumes ! 

Sir And. ‘Slight, I could so beat the rogue :—~ 

Sir To. Peace, I say. 

Mal. ‘Yo be count Malvolio;-— 

Sir To. Ah, rogue! 

Sir And. Pistol him, pistol hin. 

Si To. Peace, peace! 

Mal. There is example for ‘t; the Jady of the 
Strachy * married the yeoman of the wardrobe. 

Sir And. Fie on him, Jezebel 

Fab. O, peace! now he ’s deeply in; Jook, how 
imagination blows him. 

Mal. Waving been three months married to her, 
sitting in my state,>— 

Sir To. O, for a stone-bow, to hit him in the eye! 

Mal. Calling my officers about me, in my branched 
velvet gown; having come from a day-bed, where I 
have left Olivia sleeping : 

Sor To. Fire and brimstone! 

“ab. O, peace, peace! 

Mal. And then to have the humour of state: and 
after a demure travel of regard,—telling them I know 
my place, as I would they should do theirs,—to ask for 
my kinsman Toby : 

Str To. Bolts and shackles ! 

Fab. O, peace, peace, peace! now, now. _ 


The lady of the Strachy. This has been called a desperate 
passtge; and many wild guesses have accordingly been made 
to explain it. The context seems to poiut to some corruption 
of the name of a place. 

b My state—my canopied chair, my throne. 
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Mal. Seven of my people, with an obedient start, 
make out for him: I frown the while: and, perchance, 
wind up my watch, or play with my some rich jewel.# 
Toby approaches ; courtesies © there to me: 

Sir To. Shall this fellow live? 

Fab. Though our silence be drawn from us with ears, 
yet peace. 

Mal. Y extend my hand to him thus, quenching my 
familiar smile with an austere regard of control: 

Six To. And does not Toby take you a blow o’ the 
lips then ? 

Mal. Saying, “Cousin Toby, my fortunes having 
cast me on your niece, give me this prerogative of 
speech :'"— 

Sir To. What, what ? , 

Mal. “ You must amend your drunkenness.” 

Sir To. Out, scab! 

Fab. Nay, patience, or we break the sinews of our 
plot. 

Mal. “ Besides, yon waste the treasure of your time 
with a foolish knight ;” 

Sir And. That ’s me, I warrant you. 

Mal. “One sir Andrew :” 

Sir dnd. I knew ’t was I; for many do call me fool. 

Mal. What employment have we here ? 

[Taking up the letter. 

Fab. Now is the woodcock near the gin. 

Sir To. O peace! and the spirit of humours timate 
reading aloud to him ! 

Mal. By my life, this is my Jady’s hand: these be 
her very C's, her U’s, and her T’s; and thus makes she 
her great 1's. It is, in contempt of question, her 
hand. 

Sir And. Wer C's, her U's, and her Y's: Why 
that ? | 
* My some rich jewel—some rich jewel of my own. 

& Courtesies—makes his courtesy. 
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Madi. |reads.| “To the unknown beloved, this, and 
my good wishes:’’ her very phrases!—By your leave, 
wax.—Soft !—and the impressure her Lucrece, with 
which she uses to seal: ’t is my lady : To whom should 
this be? 

Fab. This wins him, liver and all. 

Mal. [reads. | ‘¢ Jove knows, I love: 

But who? 
Lips do not move ; 
No man must know.” 
“No man must know.”—What follows ?—the num- 
ber °s altered!*—“*No man must know :”—If this 
should be thee, Malyolio? 
Str To. Marry, hang thee, brock!> 
Mal. 1 may command, where I adore : 
But silence, like a Lucrece knife, 
With bloodless stroke my heart doth gore; 
M, O, A, I, doth sway my life.” 

Fab. A fustian riddle! 

Sir To. Excellent wench, say I. 

Mal. “M, O, A, 1, doth sway my life.”"——Nay, but 
first, let me see, —let me see,—let me see. 

Fab. What a dish of poison has she dressed him! 

Str To. And with what wing the stannyel*® checks 
at it! 

Mal. “TI may command where I adore.” Why, she 
may command me: I serve her, she is my lady. Why, 
this is evident to any formal capacity.4 There is no 
obstruction in this;—And the end,—What should that 
alphabetical position portend? If I could make that 
resemble something in me,—Softly !—Af, O, A, IL— 

Sir To. O, ay! make up that :—he is now at a cold 
scent, 


8 The number's altered—the number of the metrical feet is 
altored. 

b Brock—badger. 

° Stannyel—the common hawk. 

@ Formal—reasonable. 4 formal man is a man in his sonsea. 
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Fab. Sowter will cry upon ’t, for all this, though it 
be as rank as a fox. 

Mal. M,—Malvolio;—M,—why, that begins my 
name. : 

Fab. Did not I say that he would work it out? the 
cur is excellent at faults. 

Mal. M,—But then there is no consonancy in the 
sequel; that suffers under probation: A should follow, 
but O does. 

Fab. And O shall end, I hope. 

Sir To. Ay, or I'll cudgel him, and make him 
cry, O. 

Mal. And then I comes behind. | 

Fab. Ay,an you had any eye behind ‘you, you might 
see more detraction at your heels, than fortunes before 

ou. 

Mal. M, O, A, I[;—This simulation is not as the 
former : and yet, to crush this a little, it would bow to 
me, for every one of these letters are in my name. 
Soft ; here follows prose.— 

‘Tf this fall into thy hand, revolve. In my stars I am above 
thee; but be not afraid of greatness: Some are born great, 
some achieve greatness, and some have greatness thrust upon 
them. Thy fates open their hands; let thy blood and spirit 
embracé them. And, to inure thyself to what thou art like to 
be, cast thy humble slough, and appear fresh. Be opposite 
with® a kinsman, surly with servants: let thy tongue tang 
arguments of state; put thyself into the trick of singularity: 
she thus advises thee that sighs for thee. Remember who com- 
mended thy yellow stockings; ‘and wished to see thee ever 
cross-gartered: Isay, remember. Go to; thou art made, if thou 
desirest to be so; if not, let me see thee a steward still, the 
fellow of servants, and not worthy to touch fortune’s fingers. 
Farewell. She that would alter services with thee. 

Tue Fortunate Unaarpy.’” 
Daylight and champian discovers not more: this is 
open. I will be proud, I will read politic authors, I 


“ Be oppostte wth—be of a different opinion—do not hold with 
m. 
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will baffle sir Toby, I will wash off gross acquaintance, 
I will be point-device, the very man. Ido not now 
fool myself to let imagination jade me; for every rea- 
son excites to this, that my lady loves me. She dlid 
commend my yellow stockings of late, she did praise 
my leg being cross-gartered ; and in this she manifests 
herself to my Jove, and, with a kind af injunction, 
drives me to these habits of her liking. J thank my 
stars Tam happy. I will be strange, stout, in yellow 
stockings, and cross-gartered, even with the swiftness of 
putting on. Jove, and my stars, be praised !—Here is 
yet a postscript. “ Thou canst not choose but know 
who Iam. If thou entertainest my love, let it appear 
in thy smiling; thy smiles become thee well: therefore 
in my presence’ still smile, dear my sweet, I prithee.”’ 
Jove, I thank thee—I will smile: I will do everything 
that thou wilt have me. [ Exit. 

Fab. 1 will not give my part of this sport for a pen- 
sion of thousands to be paid from the Sophy. 

Sir To. I could marry this wench for this device: 

Sir And. So could I too. 

Sir To. And ask no other dowry with her, but such 
another jest. 


Enter Maria. 


Sir And. Nor I neither. 

Fab, Here comes my noble gull-catcher. 

Sir To. Wilt thou set thy foot o’ my neck ? 

Sir And. Or o’ mine either ? 

Sir To. Shall I play my freedom at tray-trip,® and 
become thy bond-slave ? 

Sir And. I’ faith, or I either ? 

Rér To. Why, thou hast put him in such a dream, 
that when the image of it leaves him he must run mad. 
Mar. Nay, but say true; does it work upon him ? 

&ér To. Like aqua-vite with a midwife. 
* Tray-trip—supposed to be draughts. 
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Mar. If you will then see the fruits of the sport, 
mark his first approach before my lady : he will come 
to her in yellow stockings, and ’t is a colour she abhors ; 
and cross-gartered, a fashion she detests; and he will 
smile upon her, which will now be so unsuitable to her 
disposition, being addicted to a melancholy as she is, 
that it cannot but turn him into a notable contempt: 
if you will see it, follow me. 

Sir To. To the gates of Tartar, thou most excellent 
devil of wit! 

Sir And. I ‘ll make one too. [Lreunt. 





VOL. III. J 
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ACT III. 
SCENE I.—Olivia’s Garden. 


Enter Viora, and Clown with a tabor. 


Vio. Save Hee friend, and thy music: Dost thou 
live by thy tabor ? 

Clo. No, sir, I live by the church. 

Vio. Art thou a churchman ? 

Clo. No such matter, sir; I do live by the church ; 
fur I do live at my house, and my house doth stand by 
the church, 

Vio. So thou mayst say, the king lies*® by a beggar, 
if « beggar dwell near him; or the church stands by 
thy tabor, if thy tabor stand by the church. 

Clo. You have said, sir.—To see this age!—-A scn- 
tence is but a cheveril glove® to a good wit: How 
quickly the wrong side may be turned outward ! 

Vio. Nay, that ’s certain; they that dally nicely 
with words may quickly make them wanton. 

Clo. I would, therefore, my sister had had no name, 
gir. 

Fio. Why, man? 

Clo. Why, sir, her name ’s a word ; and to dally 
with that word might make my sister "wanton : But, 
indeed, words are very rascals, since bonds disgraced 
them. 

Vio. Thy reason, ian’ 

Clo. Troth, sir, I can yield you none without words; 
and words are grown so false, I am loth to prove reason 
with them. 

Vip. I warrant thou art a merry fellow, and carest 
for nothing. 


® Ties—sojourns, dwells. 
Cheveril glove—a kid glove, an easy-fitting glove. 
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_ Clo. Not 80, sir, I do care for something : but in my 
conscience, sir, I do not care for you; if that be to 
care for nothing, sir, I would it would make you in- 
visible. 

Vio. Art not thou the lady Olivia’s fool ? 

Clo. No, indeed, sir; the lady Olivia has no folly: 
she will keep no fool, sir, till she be married ; and fools 
areas like husbands as pilchards are to herrings, the hus- 
band ’s the bigger; I am, indeed, not her fool, but her 
corrupter of words. 

Vio. I saw thee late at the count Orsino’s. 

Clo. Foolery, sir, does walk about the orb, like the 
sun; it shines everywhere. I would be sorry, sir, but 
the fool should be as oft with your master, as with my 
mistress: I think I saw your wisdom there. 

Vio. Nay, an thou*pass upon me, I ’]1 no more with 
thee. Hold, there ’s expenses for thee. 

Clo. Now Jove, in his next commodity of hair, send 
thee a beard ! 

Vio. By my troth, I ‘Il tell thee; I am almost sick 
for one; though I would not have it grow on my chin, 
Is thy lady within ? 

Clo. Would not a pair of these have bred, sir ? 

Vio. Yes, being kept together, and put to use. 

Clo. I would play lord Pandarus of Phrygia, sir, to 
bring a Cressida to this Troilus. 

Vio. I understand you, sir; ’t is well begged. 

Clo. The matter, I hope, is not great, sir, begging 
but a beggar: Cressida was a beggar. My lady is 
within, sir. I will conster to them whence you come; 
who you are, and what you would, are out of my 
welkin: I might say, element; but the word is over- 
worn. oo 

Vio. This fellow is wise enough to play the fool ; 
And to do that well craves a kind of wit : 

He must observe their mood on whom he jests, 
The quality of persons, and the time; 
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And, like the haggard, check at every feather 
That comes before his eye. This is a practice 
As full of labour as a wise man’s art: 

For folly, that he wisely shows, is fit ; 

But wise men, folly-fallen, quite taint their wit. 


Enter Sin Tosy Beicu and Str Anprew 
AGUE-CHEEK. 


Six To. Save you, gentleman. 

Vio. And you, sir. 

Sir And. Dicu vous garde, monsieur. 

Vio. Lt vous aussi; votre serviteur. 

Sir And. I hope, sir, you are; and I am yours. 

Str Zo. Will you encounter the house? my niece is 
desirous you should enter, if your trade be to her. 

Vio. Iam bound to your niece, sir: I mean, she is 
the list * of my voyage. 

Sir To. Taste your legs, sir; ® put them to motion. 

Vio. My legs do better understand me, sir, than I 
understand what you mean by bidding me taste my 
legs. 

Sir To. I mean to go, sir, to enter. 

Vio. 1 will answer you with gait and entrance: But 
we are prevented.° 


Enter Ouivia and Marta. 


Most excellent accomplished lady, the heavens rain 


odours on you ! 

Sir And. That youth's a rare courtier! “ Rain 
odours!” well. 

Vio. My matter hath no voice, lady, but to your own 
most pregnant and vouchisafed ear. 


® List—limit, bound. 

b Tuste was used by the Elizabethan poets for try ;—the use 
of the word was not Hmited to touch by the palate. 

© Prevented—anticiputed, gone before. 
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Str And. “§ Odours, pregnant, and vouchsafed :”"— 
I ‘ll get ’em all three all ready. 

Oli. Let the garden door be shut, and Jeave me to my 
hearing. edge Sir To., Sir Anp., and Mar. 
Give me your hand, sir. 

Vio. My duty, madam, and most humble service. 

Olt. What is your name? 

Vio. Cesario is your servant's name, fair princess. 

Oli. My servant, sir! "I was never merry world, 
Since lowly feigning was call’d compliment : 

You ’re servant to the count Orsino, youth. 

Vio. And he is yours, and his must needs be yours; 
Your servant's servant is your servant, madam. 

Olt. For him, I think not on him : for his thoughts, 
Would they were blanks, rather than fill’d with me! 

Vio. Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts 
On his behalf :— 

Oli. O, by your leave, I pray you; 

I bade you never speak again of him: 
But, would you undertake another suit 
1 had rather hear you to solicit that, 
Than music from the spheres. 

Vio. Dear Jady,— 

Ol. Give me leave, beseech you: I did send 
After the last enchantment you did here, 

A ring in chase of you; so did I abuse 
Myself, my servant, and, I fear me, you: 
Under your hard construction must I sit, 
To force that on you, in a shameful cunning, 
Which you knew none of yours: What might you think? 
Have you not set mine honour at the stake, 
And baited it with all the unmuzzled thoughts 
‘Ihat tyrannous heart can think? To one of your 
receiving ® 
Enough is shown; a cyprus, not a bosom, 
Hides my heart: So let me hear you speak. 
® Receiving—comprehension- 
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Vio. I pity you. 

Ok. That ’s a degree to love. 

Vio. No, not a grise;® for *t is a vulgar proof, 
That very oft we pity enemics. 

Oli. Why, then, methinks, ’t is time to smile again: 
O world, how apt the poor are to be proud ! 

If one should be a prey, how much the better 

To fall before the lion than the wolf! [Clock strikes. 
The clock upbraids me with the waste of time.— 

Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you: 

And yet, when wit and youth is come to harvest, 

You wife is like to reap a proper man: 

There lies your way, due west. 

Vio. Then westward-hoe : 
Grace, and good disposition, "tend your ladyship! 
You J] nothing, ay to my lord by me? 

Ol. Stay: 

I prithee tell me what thou think’st of me. 

Vio. That you do think you are not what you are. 

Oli. If I think so, I think the same of you. 

Vio. Then think you right; I am not what I am. 

Oli. I would you were as I would have you be! 

Vio. Would it be better, madam, than I am, 

I wish it might ; for now I am your fool. 

Oli. O, what a deal of scorn looks beautiful 
In the contempt and anger of his lip! 

A murth’rous guilt shows not itself more soon 

Than love that would seem hid: love’s night is ‘noon. 

Cesario, by the roses of the spring, 

By maidhood, honour, truth, and everything, 

I jaye thee so, that, maugre all thy pride, 

Nor wit, nor reason, can my passion hide. 

Do not extort thy reasons from this clause, 

For, that I woo, thou therefore hast no cause :— 

But, rather, reason thus with reason fetter ;— 

Love sought is good, but given unsought is better. 
Grise—step. 
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Vio. By innocence I swear, and by my youth, 
I have one heart, one bosom, and one truth, 
And that no woman has; nor never none 
Shall mistress be of it, save I alone. 
And so adicu, good madam ; never more 
Will I my master’s tears to you deplore. 
Olt. Yet come again: for thou, perhaps, mayst move 
That heart, which now abhors, to like his love. | Ezeunt. 


SCENE IL.—A Room in Olivia’s House. 


Enter Sir Tony Beicu, Sir ANpRew AGUE-CHEEK, 
and FABIAN. 


Sir And. No, faith, I ‘11 not stay a jot longer. 

Sir To. Thy reason, dear venom, give thy reason. 

Fab. You must needs yield your reason, sir Andrew, 

Sir And. Marry, I saw your niece do more favours 
to the count’s servingman, than ever she bestowed upon 
me; I saw ‘t i’ the orchard. 

Sir To. Did she see thee the while, old boy ? tell me 
that. 

Sir And. As plain as I see you now. 

Fab, This was a great argument of love in hier to- 
ward you. 

Sir And. ’Slight! will you make an ass 0’ me? 

Fab. I will prove it legitimate, sir, upon the oaths of 
judgment and reason. 

Sir To, And they have been grand jury-men, since 
before Noah was a sailor. 

Fab. She did show favour to the youth in your sight, 
only to exasperate you, to awake your dormouse valour, 
to put fire in your heart, and brimstone in your liver: 
You should then have accosted her; and with some 
excellent jests, fire-new from the mint, you should have 
banged the youth into dumbness. This was looked for 
at your hand, and this was baulked: the double gilt 
of this opportunity you let time wash off, and you are 
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now sailed into the north of my lady's opunon; where 
you will hang like an icicle on a Dutchman’s beard, 
unless you do redeem it by sume laudable attempt, 
either of valour or policy. : 

Sir And. An’t be any way, it must be with valour; 
for policy I hate: I had as lief be a Brownist asa poli- 
tician. 

Sir To. Why, then, build me thy fortunes upon the 
basis of valour. Challenge me the count's youth to 
fight with him ; hurt him in eleven ‘places ; my niece 
shall take note of it: and assure thyself, there is no 
love-broker in the world can more prevail in man’s come 
mendation with woman, than report of valour. 

Fab. There is no way but this, sir Andrew. 

Sir And. Will either of you bear me a challenge to 
him ? 

Sir To. Go, write it in a martial hand; be curst ® 
and brief; it is no matter how witty, so it be eloquent 
and full of invention; taunt him with the licence of 
ink: if thou thow’st him some thrice, it shall not be 
amiss; and as many lies as will lie in thy sheet of 

per, although the sheet were big enough for the bed of 

are in England, set °em down; go about it. Let there 
be gall enough in thy ink; though thou write with a 
goose-pen, no matter: About it. 

Sir And. Where shall I find you ? 

Sir To. We ‘ll call thee at the cudiculo : Go. 

[ awt Sir Anp, 

Fab. This is a dear manakin to you, sir Toby. 

Stir To. I have been dear to him, lad; some two 
thousand strong, or so. 

Fab. We shall have a rare letter from him: but 
you ‘Il not deliver it? 

Sir To. Never trust me then; and by all means stir 
on the youth to an answer. I think oxen and wain- 
ropes cannot hale them together. Tor Andrew, if he 

® Curst—crabbed. 
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were opened, and you find so much blood in his liver 
as will clog the foot of a flea, I ll cat the rest of the 
anatomy. 

Fab. And his opposite, the youth, bears in his visage 
no great presage of cruelty. 


Enter Marta. 


Sir To. Look where the youngest wren of ninc® comes. 

Mar. If you desire the spleen, and will Jaugh your- 
selves into stitches, follow me: yond’ gull Malvolio is 
turned heathen, a very renegado; for there is no 
christian that means to be saved by believing rightly, 
can ever believe such impossible passages of prossness. 
IIe ’s in yellow stockings. 

Sir To. And cross-gartered ? 

Mar. Most villainously ; like a pedant that keeps a 
school i’ the church.—I have dogged him like his mur- 
therer: Hedoes obey every point of the letter that I 
dropped to betray him. He does smile his face into 
more lines than are in the new map with the augmenta- 
tion of the Indies: you have not seen such a thing as 
tis; Tecan hardly forbear hurling things at him. I 
know my lady will strike him; if she do, he ‘ll smile, 
and take ‘t for a great favour. 

Sir To, Come, bring us, bring us where he is. [ Zant. 


SCENE III.—A Séreeé. 


Enter Anronio and SEBASTIAN, 


Seb. I would not by my will have troubled you 
But, since you make your pleasure of your pains, 
I will no further chide you. 

Ant. I could not stay behind you ; my desire, 
More sharp than filed steel, did spur me forth ; 
And not all love to see you, (though so much 


8 Wren of nine. The wren hatches many eggs: Sidney calls 
her ‘‘the multiplying wren.” 
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As might have drawn one to a longer voyage, ) 

But jealousy what. might befall your travel, 

Being skilless in these parts; which, to a stranger, 

Unguided, and unfriended, often prove 

Rough and unhospitable: My willing love, 

The rather by these arguments of fear, 

Set forth in your pursuit. 

Sed. My kind Antonio, 

I can no other answer make, but, thanks, 

And thanks: and ever oft good turns 

Are shuffled off with such uncurrent pay ; 

But, were my worth,® as is my conscience, firm, 

You should find better dealing. What ’s to do? 

Shall we go see the reliques of this town ? 

Ant. To-morrow, sir; best, first, go see your lodging. 
Seb. Iam not weary, and ’t is long to night; 

T pray you let us satisfy our eyes 

With the memorials, and the things of fame, 

That do renown this city. 

Ant, *Would you ’d pardon me; 

I do not without danger walk these streets : 

Once, in a sea-fight, ’gainst the count his galleys, 

I did some service; of such note, indeed, 

That, were I ta’en here, it would scarce be answer'd. 
Seb. Belike, you slew great number of his people ? 
Ant, The offence is not of such a bloody nature ; 

Albeit the quality of the time, and quarrel, 

Might well have given us bloody argument. 

It might have since been answer'd in repaying 

What we took from them; which, for traffic’s sake, 

Most of our city did: only myself stood out: 

For which, if I be lapsed in this place, 

T shall pay dear. 

Sed. Do not then walk too open. 
Ant. It doth not fit me. Hold, sir, here’s my purse; _ 

Tn the south suburbs, at the Elephant, 

® Worth —fortune, wealth. 
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Is best to lodge: I will bespeak our diet, 
Whiles you beguile the time, and feed your knowledge 
With viewing of the town; there shall you have me. 
Seb. Why I your purse ? 
Ané. Haply, your eye shall light upon some toy 
You have desire to purchase; and your store, 
I think, is not for idle markets, sir. 
Seb. I 1] be your purse-bearer, and Jeave you 
For an hour. 
Ant, To the Elephant.— 
Seb. I do remember. [ Exeunt 


SCENE IV.—~Olivia’s Garden. 


Enter Ourvia and Maria. 


Olt. I have sent after him. He says he ‘ll come; 
How shall I feast him? what bestow of him ? 

For youth is bought more oft, than begg’d or borrow’d. 
I speak too loud.— 

Where is Malvolio?—he is sad, and civil,* 

And suits well for a servant with my fortunes ;— 
Where is Malvolio ? 

Mar. He’s coming, madam; but in very strange 
manner. He is sure possess’d, madam. 

Oli. Why, what ’s the matter? does he rave? 

Mar. No, madam, he does nothing but smile: your 
ladyship were best have some guard about you, if he 
come ; for, sure, the man is tainted in his wits. 

Oli. Go call him hither.—I am as mad as he, 

If sad and merry madness equal be. 


Enter Maxrvouxio. 


How now, Malvolio ? 
Mal. Sweet lady, ho, ho! [Smiles fantastically. 
Oh. Smilest thou ? 

I sent for thee upon a sad occasion. 


®* Civil—grave. 
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Mal. Sad, lady? I could be sad: This does make 
some obstruction in the blood, this cross-gartering. But 
what of that ? if it please the eye of one, it is with me 
as the very true sonnet is: “ Please one, and please 
al].” 

Oli, Why, how dost thou, man? what is the matter 
with thee ? 

Mal, Not black in my mind, though yellow in my 
legs: It did come to his hands, and commands shall 
be executed. I think, we do know the sweet Roman 
hand. 

Oli. Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio ? 

Mal. To bed? ay, sweetheart; and I ‘ll come to 
thee. 

Oli. God comfort thee! Why dost thou smile so, 
and kiss thy hand so oft ¢ 

Mar. How do you, Malvolio ? 

F Mai. At your request? Yes; nightingales answer 
aws. 

Mar. Why appear you with this ridiculous boldness 
before my lady ? 

Mai. “ Be not afraid of greatness :"—'t was well writ. 

Olt. What meanest thou by that, Malvolio? 

Mal, “Some are born great,”— 

Oli. Ha? 

Mal. “ Some achieve greatness,” —~ 

Oli. What say’st thou ? 

Mal. “ And some have greatness thrust upon them.” 

Oli. Heaven restore thee ! 

Mal. “ Remember, who commended thy yellow 
stockings ; "— 

Ol. Thy yellow stockings ? 

Mal. “ And wished to see thee cross-gartered.” 

Ol. Cross-gartered ? 

Mal. “Go to: thou art made, if thou desirest to be 


Oli. Am I made ? 
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Gwe 


Mail. “If not, let me see thee a servant still.” 
Ol. Why, this is very midsummer madness. 
Enter Servant. 

Ser. Madam, the youny gentleman of the count Or- 
sino’s is returned ; I could hardly entreat him back : 
he attends your kadyship’s pleasure. 

Ol. I’ come to him. [£xit Servant.) Good 
Maria, let this fellow be looked to. Where ’s my 
cousin Toby ? Let some of my people have a special 
care of him , I would not have him miscarry for the 
half of my dowry. [ Lceunt Our. and Mar. 

Mal. Oh, ho! do you come near me now? no worse 
man than sir Toby to look to me? This concurs di- 
rectly with the letter: she sends him on purpose, that I 
may appear stubborn to him; for she incites me to that 
in the Neier * Cast thy humble slough,” says shie;— 
“ be opposite with a kinsman, surly with servants,—let 
thy tongue tang with arguments of state,—put thyself 
into the trick of singularity ;” and, consequently, 
sets down the manner how ; as, a sad face, a reverend 
carriage, a sluw tongue, in the habit of some sir of note, 
and so forth. I have limed her; but it is Jove’s doing, 
and Jove make me thankful! And, when she went 
away now, “ Let this fellow be looked to:” Fellow! 
not Malvolio, nor after my degrec, but fellow." Why, 
everything adheres together ; that no dram of a scruple, 
no scruple of a scruple, no obstacle, no incredulous or 
unsafe circumstance,—What can be said? Nothing, 
that can be, can come between me and the full prospect 
of my hopes. Well, Jove, not I, is the doer of this, and 
he is to be thanked. 


Re-enter Mania, with Sir Tosy Betcu and Fanyan. 
Str To. Which way is he, in the name of sanctity ? 


* Fellow. Malvolio accepts the word in the old sense of 
companiun. : 
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If all the devils of hell be drawn in little, and Legion 
himself possessed him, yet I ’1] speak to him. 

Fab. Here he is, here he is :— How ist with you, sir? 
how is ’t with you, man? 

Mal. Go off; I discard you; let me enjoy my pri- 
vate; go off. 

Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend speaks within him! 
did not I tell you?—Sir Toby, my lady prays you to 
have a care of him. 

Mal. Ah, ha! does she so? 

Sir To. Go to, go to; peace, peace, we must deal 
gently with him; let me alone. How do you, Mal- 
volio? how is *t with you? What, man! defy the devil: 
consider, he’s an enemy to mankind. 

Mal. Do you know what you say ? 

Mar. La you, an you speak ill of the devil, how he 
takes it at heart! Pray God, he be not bewitched ! 

Fab. Carry his water to the wise woman. 

Mar. Marry, and it shall be done to-morrow morning, 
if LT live. My lady would not lose him for more than 
I ‘ll say. 

Mal. How now, mistress ? 

Mar. O ord! 

Sir To. Prithee, hold thy peace; this is not the way : 
Do you not see you move him? let me alone with 
bim. 

Fab. No way but gentleness; gently, gently: the 
fiend is rough, and will not be roughly used. 

Sir To. Why, how now, my bawcock ? how dost thou, 
chuck ? 

Mal. Sir? | 

Sir To. Ay, Biddy, come with me. What, man! 
*t is not for gravity to play at cherry-pit with Satan ; 
Hang him, foul collier ! 

Mar. Get him to say his prayers; good sir Toby, get 
him to pray. 

Mal. My prayers, minx? 
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Mar. No, I warrant you, he will not hear of godli- 
ness, 

Mal. Go, hang yourselves all! you are idle shallow 
things: Iam not of your element; you shall know 
more hereafter. [ Lit. 

Sir To. Is t possible? 

Fab. If this were played upon a stage now, I could 
condemn it as an improbable fiction. 

Ser To. His very genius hath taken the infection of 
the deviee, man. 

Mar. Nay, pursue him now; lest the device take air, 
and taint. 

I’ab. Why, we shall make him mad, indeed. 

Mar. The house will be the quicter. 

Str To. Come, we 1] have him in a dark-room, and 
bound. My niece is already in the belief that he ’s 
mad; we may carry it thus, for our pleasure, and his 
penance, till our very pastime, tired out of breath, 
prompt us to have mercy on him: at which time we 
will bring the device to the bar, and crown thee for a 
finder of madmen. But see, but see. 


Enter Sir Anprew AGUE-CHEEK. 


Fab. More matter for a May morning. 

Sir And. Here ’s the challenge, read it; I warrant 
there ’s vinegar and pepper in ‘t. 

Fab. Is t 80 saucy ? 

Sir And. Ay, is ’t, I warrant him: do but read. 

Sir To. Give me. [Reads.| “ Youth, whatsoever 
thou art, thou art but a scurvy fellow.” 

Fab. Good, and valiant. 

Sir To. “ Wonder not, nor admire not in thy mind, 
7 I do call thee so, for I will show thee no reason 

or t.” 

Fab. A good note: that keeps you from the blow of 
the law. | 

Sir To. “Thou comest to the lady Olivia, and in 
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my sight she uses thee kindly: but thou liest in thy 
throat, that is not the matter I challenge thee for.” 

Fab. Very brief, and exceeding good senseless. 

Stir To. “I will waylay thee going home; where if 
it be thy chance to kill me,” 

Kab. Good. 

Sir To. “Thou killest me like a rogue and a yiljain.” 

Fab. Still you keep o’ the windy side of the law: 
Good. 

Str To. “Fare thee well; And God have mercy 
upon one of our souls! He may have mercy upon 
mines; but my hope is better, and so look to thyself, 
Thy friend, as thou usest him, and thy sworn cnemy, 
Anprew AGUE-CHEEK.” 

Sir To. If this letter move him not, his legs cannot : 
I'll give ’t him. 

Mar. You may have very fit occasion for "ts he is 
now in some commerce with my lady, and will by and 
by depart. 

Sir To. Go, sir Andrew; scout me for him at the 
corner of the orchard, like a bum-bailic: so soon as ever 
thou seest him, draw; and, as thou drawest, swear hor- 
rible; for it comes fo pass oft, that a terrible oath, with 
a swaggering accent sharply twanged off, gives man- 
hood more approbation than ever proof itself would have 
earned him. Away. 

Str And. Nay, let me alone for swearing. Exit. 

Sir To. Now will not I deliver his letter: for the 
behaviour of the young gentleman gives him out to be 
of good capacity and breeding; his employment be- 
tween his lord and my niece confirms no less; therefore 
this letter, being so excellently ignorant, will breed no 
terror in the youth, he will find it comes from a clod- 
pole. But, sir, I will deliver his challenge by word of 
mouth; set upon Ague-cheek a notable report of valour ; 
and drive the gentleman (as I know his youth will 
aptly receive it) into a most hideous opinion of his rage, 
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skill, fury, and ae aera This will so fright them 
both, that they will kill one another by the look, like 
cockatrices. 


Enter Ourvia and Vioua. 


Fab. Here he comes with your niece: give them 
way, till he take leave, and presently after him. 

Str To. I will meditate the while upon some horrid 
message for a challenge. 

[Exeunt Sir Tony, Fasran, and Marta. 

Olt. I have said too much unto a heart of stone, 
And laid mine honour too unchary on ‘t: 
There ’s something in me that reproves my fault; 
But such a headstrong potent fault it is, 
That it but mocks reproof. 

Vio. With the same ‘haviour that your passion bears, 
Go on my master’s griefs. 

Oli. Here, wear this jewel for me, ‘t is my picture ; 
Refuse it not, it hath no tongue to vex vou: 
And, I beseech you, come again to-morrow. 
What shall you ask of me that I ‘ll deny; 
That honour, sav’d, may upon asking give? 

Vio. Nothing but this, your true love for my master. 

Oli. How with mine honour may I give him that 
Which I have given to you? 

Vio. I will acquit you. 

Ok. Well, come again to-morrow: Fare thee well; 
A fiend like thee might bear nmty soul to hell. [ Exit. 


Re-enter Str Tosy Bencu and Fasran. 


Str To. Gentleman, God save thee. 

Vio. And you, sir. 

Sir To. That defence thou hast, betake thee to’t; 
of what nature the wrongs are thou has done him, I 
know not; but thy interceptor, full of despight, bloody 
as the hunter, attends thee at the orchard end: dis- 

VOL. III. K 
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mount thy tuck, be yare in thy preparation, for thy as- 
sailant is quick, skilful, and deadly. 

Vio. You mistake, sir, I am sure; no man hath any 
 Sanab to me; my remembrance is very free and clear 

rom any image of offence done to any man. 

Sir To. You ‘ll find it otherwise, I assure you: 
therefore, if you hold your life at any price, betake you 
to your guard; for your opposite hath in him what 
youth, strength, skill, and wrath, can furnish man 
withal. 

Vio. I pray you, sir, what is he ? 

Stir To. He is knight, dubbed with unhatched rapier, 
and on carpet consideration ; but he is a devil in pri- 
vate brawl; souls and bodies hath he divorced three; 
and his incensement at this moment is so implacable, 
that satisfaction can be none but by pangs of death and 
sepulchre : hob, nob,* is his word; give ’t, or take ’t. 

Vio. 1 will return again into the house, and desire 
some conduct of the lady. I am no fighter. I have 
heard of some kind of men that put quarrels purposely 
on others, to taste their valour: belike, this is a man of 
that quirk. 

Sir To. Sir, no; his indignation derives itself out of 
@& very competent injury; therefore, get you on, and 
give him his desire. Back you shall not to the house, 
unless you undertake that with me which with as much 
safety you might answer him: therefore, on, or strip 
your sword stark naked; for meddle you must, that ’s 
certain, or forswear to wear iron about you. 

Vio. This is as uncivil as strange. I beseech you, do 
me this courteous office, as to know of the knight what 
my offence to him is; it is something of my negligence, 
nothing of my p e. 

Sir To. I will do so. Signior Fabian, stay you by 
this gentleman till my return. Exit Sir Tosy. 

Vio. Pray you, sir, do you know of this matter ? 

- ® Hob, nob—at random, come what will. 
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Fab. 1 know the knight is incensed against you, 
even to a mortal arbitrement; but nothing of the cir- 
cumstance more. 

Vio. I beseech you, what manner of man is he? 

Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promise, to read 
him by his form, as you are like to find him in the 

roof of his valour. He is, indeed, sir, the most skilful, 

loody, and fatal opposite that you could possibly have 
found in any part of Illyria: Will you walk towards 
him? J will make your peace with him, if I can. 

Vio. I shall be much bound to you for ’t: I am one 
that would rather go with sir priest than sir knight: I 
care not who knows so much of my mettle. [ Exeunt. 


Re-enter Sir Tony, with Sir ANDREw. 


Sir To. Why, man, he’s a very devil; I have not 
seen such a virago. I had a pass with him, rapier, 
scabbard, and all, and he gives me the stuck in, with 
such a mortal motion, that it is inevitable; and on the 
answer, he pays you as surely as your feet hit the ground 
they step on: They say he has been fencer to the Sophy. 

Sir And. Pox on ’t, I'll not meddle with him. 

Sir To. Ay, but he will not now be pacified : Fabian 
can scarce hold him yonder. 

Sir And. Plague on ’t; an I thought he had been 
valiant, and so cunning in fence, I’d have seen him 
damned ere I'd have challenged him. Let him let the 
matter slip, and Ill give him my horse, gray Capilet. 

Str To. I’ll make the motion: Stand here, make a 
good show on ’t; this shall end without the perdition of 
souls: Marry, I ‘ll ride your horse as well as I ride 
you. [ Aside. 


Re-enter Fasian and Vioua. 


I have his horse [fo Fan.] to take up the quarrel; I 
have persuaded him the youth ’s a devil. 
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Fab. He is as horribly conceited of him; and pants, 
and looks pale, as if a bear were at his heels. 

Sir To. There's no remedy, sir; he will fight with 

ou for his oath sake: marry, he hath better hethought 
fin of his quarrel, and he finds that now scarce to be 
worth talking of: therefore draw, for the supportance of 
his vow; he protests he will not hurt you. 

Vio. Pray God defend me! A little thing would 
make me tell them how much I lack of a man. [Aside, 

Fab. Give ground, if you see him furious, 

Sir To. Come, sir Andrew, there ’s no remedy; the 
gentleman will, for his honour’s sake, have one bout 
with you: he cannot by the duello avoid it; but he has 
promised me, as he is a gentleman and a soldier, he will 
not hurt you. Come on: to’t. 

Str And. Pray God, he keep his oath. [ Dratos. 


Enter ANTONIO. 


Vio. I do assure you 't is against my will. [Draws. 
Ant. Put up your sword;—If this young gen- 
tleman 
Have done offence, I take the fault on me; 
If you offend him, I for him defy you. [ Drawing. 
Sir To. You, sir? why, what are you? 
Ant. One, sir, that for his love dares yet do more 
Than you have heard him brag to you he will. 
Sir To. Nay, if you be an undertaker,*® I am for you. 
[ Draws. 


Enter two Officers. 
Fab. O good:sir Toby, hold; here come the officers. 


Sir To. 1°11 be with you anon. To ANT. 
Vio. Pray, sir, put your sword up, if you please. 
» [To Six Ano. 


Sir And. Marry, will I, sir;—and, for that I pro- 


Indertaker—one who undertakes another's quarrel. 
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mised you, I’ll be as good as my word: He will bear 
you easily, and reins well. 

1 Off. This is the man; do thy office, 

2 Off. Antonio, I arrest thee at the suit 
Of count Orsino. 

Ant. You do mistake me, sir. 

1 Off. No, sir, no jot; I know your favour well, 
Though now you have no sea-cap on your head. 
Take him away; he knows I know him well. 

Ant. I must obey.—This comes with seeking you; 
But there ’s no remedy; I shall answer it. 

What will you do? Now my necessity 

Makes me to ask you for my purse: It grieves me 
Much more, for what I cannot. do for you, 

Than what befalls myself. You stand amaz'd ; 
But be of comfort. 

2 Off. Come, sir, away. 

Ant. I must entreat of you some of that money. 

Vio. What money, sir ? 

For the fair kindness you have show’d me here, 
And, part, being prompted by your present trouble, 
Out of my Jean and low ability 

I ‘ll Jend you something: my having is not much ; 
I ‘ll make division of my present with you: 

Hold, there is half my coffer. 

Ant. Will you deny me now ¥ 
Ist possible that my deserts to you 
Can lack persuasion? Do not tempt my misery, 
Lest that it make me so unsound a man 
As to upbraid you with those kindnesses 
That I have done for you. 

Vio. I know of none; 

Nor know I you by voice, or any feature: 
I hate ingratitude more in a man 

lying, vainness, babbling, drunkenness, 
Or any taint of vice, whose strong corruption 
Inhabits our frail blood. 
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Ant. O Heavens themselves! 

2 Off. Come, sir, I pray you, go. 

Ant. Let me speak a little This youth that you sec 

here, 
I snatch’d one half out of the jaws of death; 
Reliev’d him with such sanctity of love,— 
And to his image, which methought did promise 
Most venerable worth, did I devotion. 

1 Off. What ’s that to us? The time goes by; 

away. 

Ant. But, O, how vild an idol proves this god !—~ 
Thou hast, Sebastian, done good feature shame.— 

In nature there ’s no blemish but the mind; 
None can be call’d deform’d but the unkind. 
Virtue is beauty; but the beauteous evil 

Are empty trunks, o’erflourish’d by the devil. 

1 Off. The man grows mad; away withhim. Come, 
come, sir. 

Ant. Lead me on. [ Exeunt Officers with Anr. 

Vio. Methinks, his words do from such passion fly, 
That. he believes himself; so do not I. 
Prove true, imagination, O, prove true, 

That I, dear brother, be now ta’en fur you! 

Str To. Come hither, knight; come hither, Fabian; 
we ‘ll whisper o’er a couple or two of most sage 
8aWS. 

Vio. He nam’d Sebastian; I my brother know 
Yet living in my glass; even such, and so, 

In favour was my brother, and he went 

Still in this fashion, colour, ornament, 

For him I imitate: O, if it prove, 

Tempests are kind, and salt waves fresh in love! [Eztt. 

Sir To. A very dishonest paltry boy, and more a 
coward than a hare: his dishonesty appears in leaving 
his friend here in necessity, and denying him; and for 
his cowardship ask Fabian. 

Fab. A coward, a most devout coward, religions in it. 
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r Sir And, ‘Slid, I ‘1 after him again, and beat 
him. 

Sir To. Do, cuff him soundly, but never draw thy 
sword. 

Sir And. An I do not,— [Lzit. 

Fab. Come, let’s see the event. 

Sir To. I dare lay any money ‘t will be nothing yet. 

{ Exeunt, 
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ACT IV. 
SCENE I.—The Street before Olivia's House. 


Enter Szesasvi1an and Clown. 


Clo. Will you make me believe that I am not sent 
for you ? 

Seb. Go to, go to, thou art a foolish fellow ; 

Let me be clear of thee. 

Clo. Well held out, i faith! No, I do not know 
you; nor lam not sent to you by my lady, to bid you 
come speak with her; nor your name is not master 
Cesario; nor this is not my nose neither.—Nothing that 
18 80, is 80. 

Seb. I prithee vent thy folly somewhere else: 

Thou know’st not me. 

Clo. Vent my folly! he has heard that word of some 
great man, and now applies it toa fool. Vent my folly! 
Iam afraid this great lubber the world will prove a 
cockney."——I prithee now, ungird thy strangeness, and 
tell me what I shall vent to my lady; shall I vent to 
her that thou art coming ? 

Seb. I prithee, foolish Greek, depart from me ; 

There ’s money for thee; if you tarry longer 
I shall give worse payment. ' 

Clo. By my troth, thou hast an open hand :—These 
wise men that give fools money get themselves a good 
report after fourteen years’ purchase.® 

® May it not be, spoken aside, ‘‘I am afraid the world will 

rove this great lubber (Sebastian) a cockney "-—1 foolish fel- 
ow? Such an inversion is not uncommon. We point the 
passage as in the original. 

b The meaning obviously is—after the rate of fourteen years® 

urchase. This was a high rate; and any money given to foals 
for a yood report was buying the commodity of reputation at a 
high rate. . 
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Enter Str ANDREW, Sir Tony, and Fasran. 
Sir And. Now, sir, have I met you again? there ‘s 


for you. [ Striking Sun. 
Seb. Why, there ’s for thee, and there, and there : 
Are all the people mad ? [ Beating Sir Ann. 


; Sir To. Hold, sir, or I ‘ll throw your dagger o’er the 
0use. 

Clo. This will I tell my lady straight: I-would not 
be in some of your coats for twopence. [ Exit. 

Sir To. Come on, sir; hold. (Holding Sz. 

Sir And. Nay, let him alone, I ‘ll go another way 
to work with him; I'll have an action of battery against 
him, if there be any law in Illyria: though I struck 
him first, yet it’s no matter for that. 

Seb. Let go thy hand. 

Stir To. Come, sir, I will not let you go. Come, my 
young soldier, put up your iron: you are well fleshed ; 
come on. 

Seb. I will be free from thee. What wouldst thou now ? 
If thou dar’st tempt me further, draw thy sword. poten 

Sir To. What, what? Nay, then I must have an 
ounce or two of this malapert blood from you. [ Draws. 


Enter Ouivia. 
Oli. Hold, Toby; on thy life, I charge thee, hold. 
Str To. Madam ? 
Oli. Will it be ever thus? Ungracious wretch, 
Fit for the mountains and the barbarous caves, 
Where manners ne'er were preach’d! out of my sight! 
Be not offended, dear Cesario!— 
Rudesby, be gone ?—TI prithee, gentle friend, 
[Exeunt Sir To., Sir Anp., and Fan. 
Let thy fair wisdom, not thy passion, sway 
In this uncivil and unjust extent ® 
® Extent. Johnson supposes that the word is here applied 
with reference to the legal process of extent. But here ertent 
thay be used in the sense of stretch; as we say @ stretch of 
power—of violence. 
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Against thy peace. Go with me to my house; 
And hear thou there how many fruitless pranks 
This ruffian hath botch’d up, that thou thereby 
Mayst smile at this: thou shalt not choose but go; 
Do not deny : Beshrew his soul for me, 
He started one poor heart of mine in thee. 
Seb. What relish is in this? how runs the stream ? 
Or I am mad, or else this is a dream: 
Let fancy still my sense in Lethe steep; 
If it be thus to dream still let me sleep ! 
Oli. Nay, come, I prithee: "Would thou 'dst be rul'd 
me! 
Seb, Madam, I will. 
On. O, say so, and so be! [Ereunt. 


SCENE II.—A Room in Olivia's House. 


Enter Maria and Clown. 

Mar. Nay, I prithee put on this gown, and this 
beard; make him believe thou art sir Topas the curate ; 
do it quickly : I'll call sir Toby the whilst. [Exit Man. 

Clo. Well, I ‘ll put it on, and I will dissemble® my- 
self int; and I would I were the first that ever dissem- 
bled in sucha gown. I am not tall enough to become 
the function well; nor Jean enough to be thought a good 
student: but to be said, an honest man, and a good 
housekeeper, goes as fairly, as to say, a careful man 
and a great scholar. The competitors © enter. 


Enter Str Tosy Beicu and Mari. 


Sir To. Jove bless thee, master parson. 

Clo. Bonos dies, sir Toby: for as the old hermit of 
Prague, that never saw pen and ink, very wittily said to 
a niece of king Gorboduc, “ That that is, is:” so I, 
being master parson, am master parson: For what is 
that, but that? and is, but is? 


® Dissemble—disguise, divest of likeness. 
> Competitors—confederates. 


Bcenz IL] TWELFTH NIGHT. 169 


Sir To. To him, sir Topas. 

Clo. What, hoa, I say,—Peace in this prison! 

Sir To. The knave counterfeits well; a good knave. 

Mal. [in an inner chamber.] Who calls there? 

Clo. Sir Topas the curate, who comes to visit Mal- 
volio the lunatic. 

Mal. Sir Topas, sir Topas, good sir Topas, go to my 
lady. 

Clo. Out, hyperbolical fiend! how vexest thou this 
man! talkest thou nothing but of ladies ? 

Sir To. Well said, master parson. 

Mal. Sir Topas, never was man thus wronged: good 
sir Topas, do not think I am mad; they have laid me 
here in hideous darkness, 

Clo. Fie, thou dishonest Sathan! I call thee by the 
most modest terms; for I am one of those gentle ones 
that will use the devil himself with courtesy; Say’st 
thou, that house is dark ? 

Mal. As hell, sir Topas. 

Clo. Why, it hath bay-windows, transparent as bar- 
ricadoes, and the clear-stories ° towards the south-north 
are as lustrous as ebony; and yet complainest thou of 
obstruction ? 

Mal. I am not mad, sir Topas; I say to you, this 
house is dark. 

Clo. Madman, thou errest: I say, there is no dark- 
ness but ignorance; in which thou art more puzzled 
than the Egyptians in their fog. 

Mail. 1 say, this house isas dark as ignorance, though 
ignorance were as dark as hell; and I say, there was 
never man thus abused: I am no more mad than you 
are; make the trial of it in any constant question. . 

Clo. What is the opinion of Pythagoras concerning 
wild-fow! ? 


* Clear-stories. A clerestory, or clear-story, is that part of the 
nave, or choir, of a church which rises above the aisles, in 
Which an upper tier of windows is usually introduced. —_- 
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Mal. That the soul of our grandam might haply 
inhabit a bird. 

Clo. What thinkest thou of his opinion ? 

Mail. I think nobly of the soul, and no way approve 
his opinion. 

Clo. Fare thee well: Remain thou still in darkness : 
thou shalt hold the opinion of Pythagoras, ere I will 
allow of thy wits; and fear to kill a woodcock, lest 
thou dispossess the soul of thy grandam. Fare thee well. 

Mal. Sir Topas, sir Topas,— 

Sir To. My most exquisite sir Topas! 

Clo. Nay, I am for all waters. 

Mar. Thou mightst have done this without thy beard 
and gown; he sees thee not. 

Sir To. To him in thine own voice, and bring me 
word how thou findest him: I would we were well rid 
of this knavery. If he may be conveniently delivered, 
I would he were; for I am now so far in offence with 
my nicce that I cannot pursue with any safety this sport 
to the upshot. Come by and by to my chamber. 

[Exeunt Sir To. and Mar. 

Clo. “ Hey Robin, jolly Robin, 

Tell me how thy lady does.” [ Singing. 

Mal. Fool,— 

Clo. “ My lady is unkind, perdy.” 

Mal. Fool,— 

Clo. “ Alas, why is she so ?” 

Mal. Fool, I say ;— 

Clo. “She loves another "—Who calls, ha ? 

Mal. Good fool, as ever thou wilt deserve well at 
my hand, help me to a candle, and pen, ink, and 
paper; as I am a gentleman, I will live to be thankful 
to thee for ’t. 

Clo. Master Malvolio! 

Mal. Ay, good fool. 

a Alas, sir, how fell you besides your five 
wits | 
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Mal. Fool, there was never man s0 notoriously 
abused: I am as well in my wits, fool, as thou art. 

Clo. But as well? then you are mad, indeed, if you 
be no better in your wits than a fool. 

Mal. They have here properticd me; keep me in 
darkness, send ministers to me, asses, and do all they 
can to face me out of my wits. 

Clo. Advise you what you say; the minister is here. 
—Malvolio, Malvolio, thy wits the Heavens restore! 
endeavour thyself to sleep, and leave thy vain bibble 
babble. 

Mal. Sir Topas,—— 

Clo. Maintain no words with him, good fellow.— 
Who, I, sir? not I, sir. God b’ wi’ you, good sir Topas. 
—Marry, amen.—I will, sir, I will. 

Mal. Fool, fool, fool, I say,— 

Clo. Alas, sir, be patient. What say you, sir? I am 
shent ® for speaking to you. 

Mal. Good fool, help me to some light, and some 

per; I tell thee, 1am as well in my wits as any man 
in Illyria. 

Clo, Well-a-day, that you were, sir! 

Mal. By this hand, 1 am: Good fool, some ink, 
paper, and light, and convey what I will set down to 
my lady; it shall advantage thee more than ever the 
bearing of letter did. 

Clo. I will help you to ’t. But tell me true, are you 
not mad indeed ? or do you but counterfeit ? 

Mal. Believe me, Iam not; I tell thee true. 

Clo. Nay, I ‘ll ne'er believe a madman, till I see his 
brains. I will fetch you Jight, and paper, and ink. 

Mal. Fool, I “Il requite it in the Hive degree: I 
prithee, be gone. 

Ch. Iam gone, sir, 
And anon, sir, 


® Shent—reproved, 
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1°11 be with you again, 
In a trice, 
Like to the old vice, 
Your need to sustain ; 


Who with dagger of lath, 
In his rage and his wrath, 
Cries, ah, ha! to the devil: 
Like a mad lad, 
Pare thy nails, dad, 
Adieu, goodman devil. [Frit 


SCENE IlJ.—Olivia’s Garden. 
Enter SRBASTIAN. 

Seb. This is the air; that is the glorious sun: 
This pearl she gave me, I do feel ’t, and see "t : 
And though "t is wonder that enwraps me thus, 
Yet ‘t is not madness. Where ’s Antonio then? 
I could not find him at the Elephant : 

Yet there he was; and there I found this credit," 
That he did range the town to seek me out. 

His counsel now might do me golden service: 
For though my soul disputes well with my sense, 
That this may be some error, but no madness, 
Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune 

So far exceed all instance, all discourse, 

That I am ready to distrust mine eyes, 

And wrangle with my reason, that persuades me 
To any other trust, but that I am mad, 

Or else the lady ’s mad; yet, if ’t were so, 

She could not sway her house, command her followers, 
Take and give back affairs, and their despatch, 
With such a smooth, discreet; and stable bearing, 
As, I perceive, she does: there ’s something in ’t 
That is deceivable. But here the lady comes. 


Enter Oxrvia and a Priest. 


Ol. Blame not this haste of mine: If you mean well, 
Now go with me, and with this holy man, 
® This credit—this belief, this thing believed. 
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Into the chantry by: there, before him, 
And underneath that consecrated roof, 
Plight me the full assurance of your faith ; 
That my most jealous and too doubtful soul 
May live at peace: He shall conceal it, 
Whiles you are willing it shall come to note, 
What time we will our celebration keep 
According to my birth,—What do you say ? 
Seb. 1 ‘ll follow this good man, and go with you; 
And, having sworn truth, ever will be true. 
Oli. Then lead the way, good father :—And heavens 
80 shine, 
That they may fairly note this act of mine! [xeunt. 
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ACT V. 


SCENE J.—The Street before Olivia's Touse. 
Enter Clown and Fa,ian. 


Fab. Now, as thou lovest me, let me see his letter, 

Clo. Good master Fabian, grant me another request. 

Fab. Anything. 

Olo. Do not fesire to see this letter. 

Fab. This is, to give a dog, and in recompense desire 
my dog again. 


Enter Duxer, Vioxa, and Attendants. 


Duke. Belong you to the lady Olivia, friends ? 

Clo. Ay, sir; we are some of her trappings. 

Duke. I know thee well: How dost thou, my good 
fellow ? 

Clo. Truly, sir, the better for my foes, and the worse 
for my friends. 

Duke. Just the contrary; the better for thy friends. 

Clo. No, sir, the worse. 

Duke. How can that be? 

Clo. Marry, sir, they praise me, and make an ass of 
me; now my foes tell me plainly I am an ass: so that 
by my foes, sir, I profit in ne knowledge of myself; and 
by my friends I am abused : so that, conclusions to be 
as kisses, if your four negatives make your two affirma- 
tives, why, then the worse for my friends and the better 
for my foes. 

Duke. Why, this is excellent. 

Clo. By my troth, sir, no; though it please you to 
be one of my friends. 


Scene I.] TWELFTH NIGHT. 175 


Duke. Thou shalt not be the worse for me; there 's 

old. 

Clo. But that it would be double-dealing, sir, I would 
you could make it another. 

Duke. O, you give me ill counsel. 

Clo, Put your grace in your pocket, sir, for this once, 
and let your flesh and blood obey it. 

Duke. Well, I will be so much a sinner to be a 
double dealer; there ’s another. 

Clo. Primo, secundo, tertio, is a good play; and the 
old saying is, the third pays for all: the triplex,® sir, is 
a good tripping measure ; or the bells of St. Bennet, sir, 
may put you in mind; One, two, three. 

Duke. You can fool no more money out of me at this 
throw: if you will let your Jady know I am here to 
speak with her, and bring her along with you, it may 
awake my bounty further. 

Clo. Marry, sir, lullaby to your bounty, till I come 
again. I go, sir; but I would not have you to think 
that my desire of having is the sin of covetousness: but, 
as you say, sir, let your bounty take a nap, I will awake 
it anon. [Exit Clown. 


Enter Antonio and Officers. 
Vio. Here comes the man, sir, that did rescue 


me. 
Duke. That face of his I do remember well ; 

Yet when I saw it last, it was besmear’d 
As black as Vulcan, in the smoke of war: 
A bawbling vessel was he captain of, 
For shallow draught, and bulk, unprizable ; 
With which such scathful> grapple did he make 
With the most noble bottom of our fleet, 


* Triples. Triple time in music; a measure in which each 
bar divides into three equal parts, and is counted one, two, 


three. 
b Soathful—harmful, destructive. 
VOL. III, L 
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That very envy, and the tongue of loss, 
Cried fame and honour on him.—What 's the matter ? 

1 Off. Orsino, this is that Antonio 
That took the Phenix, and her fraught, from Candy ; 
And this is he that did the Tiger board, 

When your young nephew Titus lost his leg: 
Here in the streets, desperate of shame and state, 
In private brabble did we apprehend him. 

Vio. He did me kindness, sir; drew on my side; 
But, in conclusion, put strange speech upon me, 

I know not what ’t was, but distraction. 

Duke. Notable pirate! thou salt-water thief ! 
What foolish boldness brought thee to their mercies, 
Whom thou, in terms so bloody, and so dear, 

Hast made thine enemies ? 

Ant. Orsino, noble sir, 

Be pleas’d that I shake off these names you give 
me: 

Antonio never yet was thief, or pirate, 

Though, I confess, on base and ground enough, 

Orsino’s enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither : 

That most ingrateful boy there, by your side, 

From the rude sea’s enrag’d and foamy muuth 

Did I redeem ; a wrack past hope he was : 

His life I gave him, and did thereto add 

My love, witbout retention or restraint, 

All his in dedication : for his sake, 

Did I expose myself, pure for his love, 

Into the danger of this adverse town ; 

-Drew to defend him when he was beset ; 

Where being apprehended, his false cunning, 

(Not meaning to partake with me in danger,) 

Taught him to face me out of his acquaintanée, 

And grew a twenty-years-removed thing, 

While one would wink; denied me mine own purse, 

Which I had recommended to his use | 

Not half an hour before. 
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Vio. How can this be? 
Duke. When came he to this town ? 
Ant. To-day, my lord; and for three months be- 
fore 
(No interim, not a minute's vacancy, ) 
Both day and night did we keep company. 


Enter Outvia and Attendants. 


Duke. Here comes the countess; now Heaven walks 
on earth.— 
But for thee, fellow, fellow, thy words are madness : 
Three months this youth hath tended upon me; 
But more of that anon.—Take him aside. | 
Oli. bs would my lord, but that he may not 
ave, 
Wherein Olivia may seem serviceable ?— 
Cesario, you do not keep promise with me. 
Vio. Madam ? 
Duke. Gracious Oliviaa—  , 
Oli. What do you say, Cesario?—Good my lord,— 
Vio. My lord would speak, my duty hushes me. 
Olu. If it be aught to the old tune, my lord, 
It is as fat and fulsome to mine ear 
As howling after music. 
Duke. . Still so cruel ? 
Oli, Still so constant, lord. 
Duke. What! to perverseness? you uncivil lady, 
To whose ingrate and unauspicious altars 
My soul the faithfull’st offerings hath breath’d out, 
That e’er devotion tender’'d! What shall I do? 
Ou. gai what it please my lord, that shal] become 
im. 
Duke. Why should I not, had I the heart to do it, 
Like to the Egyptian thief, at point of death, 
Kill what I love;* a savage jealousy, 


* Thyamis; in Heliodorus. 
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That sometime savours nobly ?—But hear me this: 

Since you to non-regardance cast my faith, 

And that I partly know the instrument 

That screws me from my true place in your favour, 

Live you, the marble-breasted tyrant, still; 

But this your minion, whom I know you love, 

And whom, by Heaven I swear, I tender dearly, 

Him will I tear out of that cruel eye, 

Where he sits crowned in his master’s spite. 

Come, boy, with me; my thoughts are ripe in mis- 

chicf : 

I °l] sacrifice the lamb that I do love, 

To spite a raven’s heart within a dove. [ Going. 
Vio. And 1, most jocund, apt, and willingly, 

To do you rest, a thousand deaths would die. [| Following. 
Oli. Where goes Cesario ? 
Vio. After him I love, 

More than I love these eyes, more than my life 

More, by all mores, than e’er I shall love wife ; 

If I do feign, you witnesses above, 

Punish my life, for tainting of my love! 
Oli. Ah me, detested! how am I beguil’d ! 
Vio. Who does beguile you? who does do you 

wrong ? 

Ol. Hast thou forgot thyself? Is it so long ?— 

Call forth the hely father. | Exit an Attendant 
Duke. Come, away. [To Vioua. 
Ol. Whither, my lord? Cesario, husband, stay. 
Duke. Husband ? 


Oli. Ay, husband, can he that deny ? 
Duke. Her husband, sirrah ? 


Vio. No, my lord, not I. 
Oli. Alas, it is the baseness of thy fear . 

That makes thee strangle thy propriety : 

Fear not, Cesario, take thy fortunes up; 

Be that thou know’st thou art, and then thou art 

As great as that thou fear’st.—O, welcome, father! 
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Re-enter Attendant and Priest. 


Father, I charge thee, by thy reverence, 
Here to unfold (though lately we intended 
To keep in darkness what occasion now 
Reveals before ’t is ripe) what thou dost know, 
Hath newly pass’d between this youth and me. 
Priest. A contract of eternal bond of love, 
Confirm’d by mutual joinder of your hands, 
Attested by the holy close of lips, 
Strengthen’d by interchangement of your rings; 
And all the ceremony of this compact 
Seal'd in my function, by my testimony : 
Since when, my watch hath told me, toward my 
grave 
I have travell’d but two hours. 
Duke. O, thou dissembling cub! what wilt thou 
he, 
When time hath sow’d a grizzle on thy case ?* 
Or will not else thy craft so quickly grow, 
That thine own trip shall be thine overthrow ¢ 
Farewell, and take her; but direct thy feet 
Where thou and I henceforth may never meet. 
Vio. My lord, I do protest, — 
Oli. O, do not swear ; 
Hold little faith, though thou hast too much fear. 


Enter Stn AnpREW AGUE-CHEEK, with his head 
broke. 

Sir And. For the love of God, a surgeon; send one 
presently to sir Toby. 

Ol. What ’s the matter? 

StrAnd. He has broke my head across, and has 
given sir Toby a bloody coxcomb too: for the love of 
God, your help: I had rather than forty pound I were 
at home. 

Case—skin. 
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Oli. Whi has done this, sir Andrew ? 

Sir And. The count’s gentleman, one Cesario: we 
took him for a coward, but he ’s the very devil incar- 
dinate. 

Duke. My gentleman, Cesario ? 

Sir And. Od’s lifelings, here he is:—You broke my 
head for nothing; and that that I did, I was set on to 
do "t by sir Toby. 

Vio. Why do you speak to me? I never hurt yous 
You drew your sword upon me without cause; 

But I bespake you fair, and hurt you not. 

Sir And. If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt, you have 

hurt me; I think you set nothing bya bloody coxcomb. 


Enter Sir Tony Bexcu, drunk, led by the Clown. 


Here comes sir Toby halting, you shall hear more: but 
if he had not been in drink, he would have tickled you 
othergates than he did. 

Duke. How now, gentleman ? how ist with you? 

Sir To. That ’s all one; he has hurt me, and there ’s 
the end on ’t.—Sot, didst see Dick surgeon, sot ? 

Clo. O, he’s drunk, sir Toby, an hour agone; his 
eyes were set at eight 1 the morning. 

Sir To. Then he’s a rogue and a passy-measures 
pavin; I hate a drunken rogue. 

Oli. Away with him: Who hath made this havoc 
with them ? 

Sir And. I'll help you, sir Toby, because we "11 be 
dressed together. 

Str To. Will you help an ass-head, and a coxcomb, 
and a knave? a thin-faced knave, a gull ? 

Oli. Get him to bed, and let his hurt be look’d to. 

{ Exeunt Clown, Sir To., and Sir Anp. 


Exter SEBASTIAN, 


Seb. I am sorry, madam, I have hurt your kins 
man, 
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Rut had it been the brother of my blood, 
I must have done no less, with wit, and safety. 
You throw a strange regard upon me, and by that 
I do perceive it hath offended you; 
Pardon me, sweet one, even for the vows 
We made each other but so late ago. 
Duke. One face, one voice, one habit, and two per- 
sons ; 
A natural perspective, that is, and is not. 
Seb. Antonio, O my dear Antonio! 
How have the hours rack’d and tortur’d me, 
Since I have lost thee! 
Ant. Sebastian are you? 
Seb. Fear'st thou that, Antonio? 
Ant. How have you made division of yourself ?— 
An apple, cleft in two, is not more twin 
Than these two creatures. Which is Sebastian ? 
Oli. Most wonderful ! 
Seb. Do I stand there? I neyer had a brother : 
Nor can there be that deity in my nature, 
Of here and everywhere. I had a sister, 
Whom the blind waves and surges have devour’d :— 
Of charity, what kin are you to me ? [ To Viowa. 
What countryman? what name? what parentage ¥ 
Vio. Of Messaline: Sebastian was my father ; 
Such a Sebastian was my brother too ; 
So went he suited to his watery tomb: 
If spirits can assume both form and suit 
You come to fright us. 
Sed. A spirit I am, indeed ; 
But am in that dimension grossly clad, 
Which from the wamb I did participate. 
Were you a woman, as the rest goes even, 
I should my tears let fall upon your cheek, 
- And say—Thrice welcome, drowned Viola ! 
Vio. My father had a mole upon his brow. 
Seb. And so had mine. 
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Vio. And died that day when Viola from her birth 
Had number’d thirteen years. 
Seb. O, that record is lively in my soul! 
He finished, indeed, his mortal act, 
That day that made my sister thirteen years. 
Vio. If nothing lets to make us happy both, 
But this my masculine usurp'd attire, 
Do not embrace me, till each circumstance 
Of place, time, fortune, do cohere, and jump, 
That I am Viola: which to confirm, 
1 ‘ll bring you to a captain in this town, 
Where lie my maiden weeds; by whose gentle help 
I was preserv'd, to serve this noble count : 
All the cccurrence of my fortune since 
Hath been between this lady and this lord. 
Seb. So comes it, lady, you have been mistook : 
[Zo Oxivia, 
But nature to her bias drew in that. 
You would have been contracted to a maid; 
Nor are you therein, by my life, deceiv’d, 
You are betroth’d both to a maid and man, 
Duke. Be not amazd; right noble is his blood.— 
If this be so, as yet the glass seems true, 
J shall have share in this most happy wrack : 
Boy, thou hast said to me a thousand times, [To Vio. 
Thou never shouldst love woman like to me. 
Vio. ‘And all those sayings will I over-swear ; 
And all those swearings keep as true in soul, 
As doth that orbed continent the fire 
That severs day from night. 
Duke. Give me thy hand; 
And let me see thee in thy woman’s weeds. 
Vio. The captain, that did bring me first on shore, 
Hath my maid’s garments: he, upon some action, 
Is now in durance; at Mualvolio’s suit, 
A gentleman, and follower of my lady's. 
OW. He shall enlarge him :—Fetch Malvolio hither :-— 
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And yet, alas, now I remember me, 
They say, poor gentleman, he’s much distract. 


Re-enter Clown, with a letter. 


A most extracting* frenzy of mine own, 
From my remembrance clearly banish’d his.— 
How does he, sirrah ? 

Clo. Truly, madam, he holds Belzebub at the stave’s 
end, as well as a man in his case may do: he has here 
writ a letter to you; I should have given it you to-day 
morning, but as a madman’s epistles are no gospels, so 
it skills not much when they are delivered. 

Oli. Open it, and read it. 

Clo. Look then to be well edified, when the fool de- 
livers the madman :—“ By the Lord, madam,”— 

Oli. How now! art thou mad ? 

Clo. No, madam, I do but read madness: an your 
ladyship will have it as it ought to be, you must allow 
vor. 

Oli. Prithee, read i’ thy right wits. 

Clo. So I do, madonna; but to read his right wits, 
is to read thus: therefore perpend, my princess, and 
give ear. 

Oli. Read it you, sirrah. [To FaBian. 

Fab. Reade : 


‘* By the Lord, madam, you wrong me, and the world shall 
know it: though you have put me into darkness, and given 
your drunken cousin rule over me, yet have I the benefit of 
my senses as well as your ladyship. I have your own letter 
that induced me to the semblance I put on; with the which I 
doubt not but to do myself much right, or you much shame. 
Think of me as you please. I leave my duty a little unthought 
of, and speak out of my injury. 

THE MADLY-UsED MALvo.io.”’ 


Extracting—absorbing. 

When the Clown begins to read, he raves and gesticulates 3 
upon which Olivia says, “Art thou mad?” His answer is 
clear enough: you must allow voz—you must let me use my 
voice—if Iam to read madness as it ought to be read. 
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Ok. Did he write this ? 
Clo. Ay, madam. 
Duke. This savours not much of distraction. 
Oli. See him deliver’d, Fabian ; bring him hither. 
Exit FaBian. 
My lord, so please you, these things further thought 


on, 
To think me as well a sister as a wife, 
One day shall crown the alliance on ‘t, so please 
you, 
Here at my house, and at my proper cost. __ 
Duke. Madam, 1 am most apt to embrace your 
offer. 
Your master quits you; [ 7o Vioua] and, for your ser- 
vice done him, 
So much against the mettle * of your sex, 
So far beneath your soft and tender breeding 
And since you call’d me master for so long, 
Here is my hand; you shall from this time be 
Your master’s mistress. 
Oli. A sister ?—You are she. 


Re-enter Fasian, with Marvo1.10. 
Duke. Is this the madman ? 


Oli. Ay, my lord, this same : 
How now, Malvolio ? 
Mal. Madam, you have done me wrong, 
Notorious wrong. 
Oli. Have I, Malvolio? no. 
Mal. ray, you have. Pray you, peruse that 
etter : 


You must not now deny it is your hand; 
Write from it, if you can, in hand, or phrase ; 
Or say, "t is not your seal, not your invention : 
You can say none of this: Well, grant it then, 


® Mettle—temper, disposition. 
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And tell me, in the modesty of honour, 
Why you have given me such clear lights of favour ; 
Bade me come smiling and cross-garter'd to you ; 
To put on yellow stockings, and to frown 
Upon sir Toby and the lighter people: 
And, acting this in an obedient hope, 
Why have you suffer’'d me to be imprison’d, 
Kept in a dark house, visited by the priest, 
And made the most notorious geck ® and gull 
That e’er invention play’d on? tell me why. 
Oli. Alas, Malvolio, this is not my writing, 
Though, I confess, much like the character : 
But, out of question, ‘t is Maria’s hand. 
And. now I do bethink me, it was she 
First told me thou wast mad; thou cam’st in smiling, 
And in such forms which here were presuppos’d 
Upon thee in the letter. Prithee, be content: 
This practice hath most shrewdly pass’d upon thee : 
But, when we know the grounds and authors of it, 
Thou shalt be both the plaintiff and the judge 
Of thine own cause. 
Fab. Good madam, hear me speak ; 
And let no quarrel, nor no braw! to come, 
‘Taint the condition of this present hour, 
Which I have wonder'd at. In hope it shall not, 
Most freely I confess, myself, and Toby, 
Set this device against Malvolio here, 
Upon some stubborn and uncourteous parts 
We had conceiv’d against hira: Maria writ 
The letter, at sir Toby’s great importance ;> 
In recompense whereof he hath married her. 
How with a sportful malice it was follow’d, 
May rather slack on laughter than revenge ; 


® Geek. To geck is to deride, and hence a geck is one. 
derided. 
b Impurtance—im portunity. 
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If that the injuries be justly weigh’d 
That have on both sides pass’d. 
Oli. Alas, poor fool! how have they baffled thee! 
Clo. Why, “some are born great, some achieve 
greatness, and some have greatness thrown upon them.” 
I was one, sir, in this interlude; one sir Topas, sir; but 
that. ’s all one :—“ By the Lord, fool, I am not mad ;” 
—But do youremember? * Madam, why laugh you at 
such @ barren rascal? an you smile not, he ’s gagged :” 
And thus the whirligig of time brings in his revenges. 
Mal. I “ll be revenged on the whole pack of you. 
[ Batt. 
Oli. He hath been most notoriously abus‘d. 
Duke. Pursue him, and entreat him to a peace: 
He hath not told us of the captain yet 5 
When that is known, and golden time conven:s,® 
A solemn combination shall be made 
Of our dear souls—Meantime, sweet sister, 
We will not part from hence.—Cesario, come; 
For so you shall be while you are a man; 
But, when in other habits you are seen, 
Orsino’s mistress, and his fancy’s queen. [ Exeunt. 


SONG. 


Clo. When that I was and a little tiny boy, 
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain, 
A foolish thing was but a toy, 
For the rain it raineth every day. 


But when I came to man’s estate, 
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain, 

’Gainst knaves and thieves men shut their gate, 
For the rain it raineth every day. 


But when I came, alas! to wive, 
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain, 
By swaggering could I never thrive, 
For the rain it raineth every day. 


" Convents—serves, agrees, is convenient. 
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But when I came unto my bed, 
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain, 
With toss-pots still had drunken head, 
For the rain it raineth every day. 


A great while ago the world begun, 

With hey, ho, the wind and the rain, 
But that ’s all one, our play is done, 

And we ll strive to please you every day. 


[ Exit. 
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* As You Lixgz Ir’ was first neniaae in the folio col- 
lection of 1623. There appears to have been an inten- 
tion toe publish it separately, for we find it entered in 
the registers of the Stationers’ Company, together with 
‘Henry V.’ and § Much Ado about Nothing.” There 
is no exact date to this entry, but it is conjectured to 
have been made in 1600. The text of the original folio 
is, upon the whole, a very correct one. 

Of all Shakspere’s comedies we are inclined to think 
that ‘ As You Like It’ is the most read. It possesses 
not the deep tragic interest of ‘ The Merchant of Ve- 
nice,’ nor the brilliant wit and diverting humour of 
© Much Ado about Nothing,’ nor the prodigal luxuri- 
ance of fancy which belongs to ‘A Midsummer-Night’s 
Dream,’ nor the wild legendary romance which imparts 
its charm to ‘A Winter's Tale,’ nor the grandeur of the 
poetical creation of ‘The Tempest.’ The peculiar 
attraction of ‘As You Like It’ lies, perhaps, in the 
circumstance that “in no other play do we find the 
bright imagination and fascinating grace of Shakspere’s 
youth so mingled with the thoughtfulness of his maturer 
age.” This is the character which Mr. Hallam gives 
of this comedy, and it appears to us a very just one. 
But in another place Mr. Hallam says, ‘“‘ There seems 
to have been a period of Shakspere’s life when his heart 
was ill at ease and ill content with the world or his own 
conscience. The memory of hours misspent, the pang 
of affection misplaced or unrequited, the experience of 
man’s worser nature, which intercourse with ill-chosen 


associates, by chance or circumstances, Peay 
VOL. II. 
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teaches ;—these, as they sank down into the depths of 
his great mind, seem not only to have inspired into it 
the conception of ‘ Lear* and ‘ Timon,’ but that of one 
primary character, the censurer of mankind. This type 
ts first seen in the philosophic melancholy of Jaques, 
gazing with an undiminished serenity, and with a gaiety 
of fancy, thcugh not of manners, on the follies of the 
world. It assumes a graver cast in the exiled Duke of 
the same play.” Mr. Hallam then notices the like 
type in ‘ Measure for Measure’ and the altered ‘ Ham- 
let,’ as well as in ‘ Lear’ and ‘ Timon;’ and adds, “ In 
the later plays of Shakspere, especially in ‘ Macbeth ’ 
and ‘ The Tempest,’ much of moral speculation will 
be found, but he has never returned to this type of cha- 
racter in the personages.” Without entering into a 
general examination of Mr. Hallam’s theory, which 
evidently includes a very wide range of discussion, we 
must venture to think that the type of character jirst 
seen in Jaques, and presenting a graver cast in the 
exiled Duke, is so modified by the whole conduct of 
the action of this comedy, by its opposite characterisa- 
. tion, and by its prevailing tone of reflection, that it 
offers not the slightest evidence of having been pro- 
duced at a period of the poet’s life “ when his heart was 
ill at ease and ill content with the world or his own 
conscience.” The charm which this play appears to us 
to possess in a most remarkable degree, even when 
compared with other works of Shakspere, is that, while 
we behold “the philosophic eye, turned inward on the 
mysteries of human nature”’—(we use Mr. Hallam’s 
own forcible expression)—-we also see the serene brow 
and the playful smile, which tell us that “ the philoso- 
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phic eye” belongs to one who, however above us, is still 
akin to us—who tolerates our follies, who compassion- 
ates even our faults, who mingles in our gaiety, who 
rejoices in our happiness; who leads us to scenes of 
surpassing loveliness, where we may forget the painful 
Jessons of the world, and introduces us to characters 
whose generosity, and faithfulness, and affection, and 
simplicity may obliterate the sorrows of our “ expe- 
rience of man’s worser nature.” It is not in Jaques 
alone, but in the entire dramatic group, that we must 
seek the tone of the poet’s mind, and to that have our 
own minds attuned. Mr. Campbell, speaking of the 
characters of this comedy, says, ‘ Our hearts are so 
stricken by these benevolent beings that we easily for- 
give the other more culpable but at last repentant cha- 
racters.”” This is not the effect which could have been 
produced if the dark shades of a painful commerce 
with the world had crossed that “sunshine of the breast ” 
which lights up the “ inaccessible” thickets, and 
sparkles amidst the “ melancholy boughs”’ of the forest 
of Arden. Jaques may be Shakspere's first type “ of 
the censurer of mankind ;” but Jaques is precisely the 
reverse of the character which the poet would have 
chosen, had he intended the censure to have more than 
a dramatic force—to be universally true and not indi- 
vidually characteristic. 

“ Ay, now am I in Arden!” Touchstone thought 
that when he was at home he was in a better place. 
But here ts the home of every true lover of poetry. 
What a world of exquisite images do Shakspere’s pic- 
tures of this forest call up! He gives us no positive set 
descriptions, of trees, and flowers, and rivulets, and 
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fountains,—such as we may cut out and paste into an 
album. But a touch here and there carries us into the 
heart of his living scenery. And so, whenever it is our 
happy lot to be wandering 
** Under the shade of melancholy boughs,” 
we think of the oak beneath which Jaques lay along,— 
** whose antique root peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood ;” 
ani of the dingle where Touchstone was with Audrey 
and her goats; and of the 
‘** Sheepcote fenc’d about with olive-trees,” 
where dwelt Rosalind and Celia; and of the hawthorns 
and brambles upon which Orlando hung odes and ele- 
gies. In this delicious pastoral the real is blended with 
the poetical in such intimate union, that the highest 
poetry appears to be as essentially natural as the most 
familiar gossip; and the loftiest philosophy is inter- 
woven with the occurrences of every-day life, so as 
to teach us that there is a philosophical aspect of the 
commonest things. It is this spirit which informs 
Shakspere’s forest of Arden with such life, and truth, and 
beauty, as belongs to no other representation of pastoral 
scenes; which takes us into the depths of solitude, and 
shows us how the feelings of social life alone can give us 
** tongues in trees, books in the running brooks, 
Sermons in stones, and good in everything ;” 
which builds a throne for intellect “ under the green- 
wood tree,” and there, by characteristic satire, gently 
indicates to us the vanity of the things which bind us 
to the world; whilst he teaches us that Wife has its. 
happiness in the cultivation of the affections,—in con- 
tent and independence of spirit. 
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SCENE—First, NEAR OLIVER’s HOUSE; AFTER- 
WARDS, PARTLY IN THE USURPER’S Court, AND 
PARTLY IN THE FOREST OF ARDEN, 


AS YOU LIKE IT. 


ACT I. 
SCENE I.—An Orchard, near Oliver’s House. 


Enter Ornuanpo and Apam. 


Ori. As I remember, Adam, it was upon this fashion 
bequeathed me by will, but poor a thousand crowns; 
and, as thou say’st, charged my brother, on his bless- 
ing, to breed me well: and there begins my sadness. 
My brother Jaques he keeps at school], and report speaks 
goldenly of his profit: for my part, he keeps me rustic- 
ally at home, or, to speak more properly, stays* me 
here at homgunkept. For call you that keeping for a 
gentleman of my birth, that differs not from the stall- 
ing of an ox? His horses are bred better; for, besides 
that they are fair with their feeding, they are taught 
their manage, and to that end riders dearly hired: but 
I, his brother, gain nothing under him but growth; for 
the which his animals on his dunghills are as much 
bound to him as J. Besides this nothing that he so 
plentifully gives me, the something that nature gave 
me his countenance > seems to take from me: he lets me 
feed with his hinds, bars me the place of a brother, and, 
as much as in him lies, mines* my gentility with my 
education. This is it, Adam, that grieves me; and 
the spirit of my father, which I think is within me, be- 

® Stays—detains. 


bH is countenance—his behaviour, his hearing. 
© Mines—undermines, seeks to destroy. 
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gins tv mutiny against this servitude: I will no longer 
endure it, though yet I know no wise remedy how to 
avoid it. 


Enter Outver. 


Adam. Yonder comes my master, your brother. 

Orl. Go apart, Adam, and thou shalt hear how he 
will shake me up. 

Oli. Now, sir! what make you here? 

Orl. Nothing: I am not taught to make anything. 

Oli. What mar you then, sir? 

Orl. Marry, sir, I am helping you to mar that which 
God made, a poor unworthy brother of yours, with idle- 
ness. 

Oli. Marry, sir, be better employed, and be naught 
awhile.? 

Orl. Shall I keep your hogs, and eat husks with 
them? What prodigal portion have I spent, that I 
should come to such penury ? 

Oli. Know you where you are, sir? 

Orl. QO, sir, very well: here in your orgbard. 

Ok. Know you before whom, sir ? 

Orl. Ay, better than him I am before knows me. I 
know you are my eldest brother; and, in the gentle 
condition of blood, you should so know me: The cour- 
tesy of nations allows you my better, in that you are 
the first-born; but the same tradition takes not away 
my blood, were there twenty brothers betwixt us: I 
have as much of my father in me, as you; albeit, I 
confess, your coming before me is nearer to his re- 
verence. 

Oli. What, boy! 

Orl. Come, come, elder brother, you are too young 
in this. 

® Be naught or be nought was a petty malediction ; and thus 


Oliver says no more than—be better employed, and he hanged 
to you. 
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Oli. Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain ? 

Orl. Iam no villain: * I am the youngest son of sir 
Rowland de Bois; he was my father; and he is thrice 
a villain that says such a father begot villains: Wert 
thou not my brother, I would not take this hand from 
thy throat till this other had pulled out thy tongue for 
saying so; thou hast railed on thyself. 

Adam. Sweet masters, be patient; for your father’s 
remembrance, be at accord. 

Oli. Let me go, I say. 

Ori. I will not, till I please: you shall hear me. 
My father charged you in his will to give me good 
education: you have trained me like a peasant, ob- 
scuring and hiding from me all gentlemanlike quali- 
ties: the spirit of my father grows strong in me, and I 
will no longer endure it: therefore allow me such exe 
ercises as may become a gentleman, or give me the 
poor allottery my father left me by testament; with 
that I will go buy my fertunes. 

Ou. And what wilt thou do? beg, when that is 
spent ? Well, sir, get you in: 1 will not long be trou- 
bled with you: you shall have some part of your will: 
I pray you, leave me. 

Orl. I will no further offend you than becomes me 
for my good. 

Oli, Get you with him, you old dog. 

Adam. Is old dog my reward? Most true, I have 
lost my teeth in your service—God be with my old 
master! he would not have spoke such a word. 

[ Exeunt OrLANDO and Apam, 

Oli. Is it even so? begin you to grow upon me? I 
will physic your rankness, and yet give no thousand 
crowns neither. Holla, Dennis! 

® Villain. We have here the two meanings of the word. 


Oliver uses it in the seuse of worthless fellow; Orlando in that 
of one of mean birth,—the original sense. 
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Enter Dennis. 


Den. Calls your worship? 

Oli. Was not Charles, the duke’s wrestler, here to 
speak with me? 

Den. So please you, he is here at the door, and im- 
portunes access to you. 

Ol. Call him in. [zit Dennis.]—'T will be a 
good way; and to-morrow the wrestling is. 


Enter CHARLES. 


Cha. Good morrow to your worship. 

Oli. Good monsieur Charles !—what ’s the new news 
at the new court ? 

Cha. There ’s no news at the court, sir, but the old 
news: that is, the old duke is banished by his younger 
brother the new duke; and three or four loving lords 
have put themselves into voluntary exile with him, 
whose lands and revenues enrich the new duke; there- 
fore he gives them good leave to wander. 

Oli. Can you tell if Rosalind, the duke’s daughter, 
be banished with her father ? 

Cha. O, no; for the duke’s daughter, her cousin, so 
loves her, being ever from their cradles bred together, 
that she would have followed her exile, or have died to 
stay behind her. She is at the court, and no less be- 
loved of her uncle than his own daughter; and never 
two ladies loved as they do. 

Oli. Where will the old duke live? 

Cha. They say he is already in the forest of Arden, 
and a many merry men with him; and there they live 
like the old Robin Hood of England: they say many 
young gentlemen flock to him every day, and fleet the 
time carelessly, as they did in the golden world. 

Oli. What, you wrestle to-morrow before the new 
duke ? 

Cha. Marry, do I, sir; and I came to acquaint you 
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with a matter. I am given, sir, secretly to understand 
that your younger brother, Orlando, hath a disposition 
to come in disguised against me to try a fall: To-mor- 
row, sir, I wrestle for my credit; and he that escapes 
me without some broken limb shall acquit him well. 
Your brother is but young, and tender; and, for your 
love, I would be loth to foil him, as I must, for my own 
honour, if he come in: therefore, out of my love to you, 
I came hither to acquaint you withal; that either you 
might stay him from his intendment, or brook such dis- 
grace well ashe shall run into; in that it is a thing of 
his own search, and altogether against. my will. 

Oli. Charles, I thank thee for thy love to me, which 
thou shalt find I will most kindly requite. I had my- 
self notice of my brother’s purpose herein, and have by 
wnderhand means laboured to dissuade him from it; 
but he is resolute. I ’1l tell thee, Charles, it is the stub- 
bornest young fellow of France; full of ambition, an 
envious emulator of every man’s good parts, a secret and 
villainous contriver against me his natural brother; 
therefore use thy discretion; I had as lief thou didst 
break his neck as his finger: And thou wert best look 
to 't; for if thou dost him any slight disgrace, or if he 
do not mightily grace himself on thee, he will practise 
against thee by poison, entrap thee by some treacherous 
device, and never leave thee till he hath ta’en thy life 
by some indirect means or other: for, I assure thee, and 
almost with tears I speak it, there is not one so young 
and so villainous this day living. I speak but bro- 
therly of him; but, should I anatomize him to thee as 
he is, I must blush and weep, and thou must look pale 
‘and wonder. 

Cha. I am heartily glad I came hither to you: If he 
come to-morrow I 'l] give him his payment: If ever he 
go alone again I ’ll never wrestle for prize more: And 
so, God keep your worship. Exit. 

Oli. Farewell, good Charles—Now will I stir this 
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gamester :* I hope I shall see an end of him; for my 
soul, yet I know not why, hates nothing more than he. 
Yet he’s gentle; never schooled and yet learned ; full 
of noble device; of all sorts enchantingly beloved ;» 
and, indeed, so much in the heart of the world, and 
especially of my own people who best know him, that I 
am altogether misprised : but it shall not be so long; 
this wrestler shall nie all: nothing remains but that I 
kindle® the boy thither, which now I’J1 go about. [ Ezit. 


SCENE IL—A Lawn before the Duke's Palace. 


Enter Rosauinp and CEenia. 


Cel. I pray thee, Rosalind, sweet my coz, be merry. 

Ros. Dear Celia, I show more mirth than I am mis- 
tress of; and would you yet I were merrier? Unless 
you could teach me to forget a banished father, you 
must not learn me how to remember any extraordinary 
pleasure. 

Cel. Herein I see thou lov’st me not with the full 
weight that I love thee: if my uncle, thy banished fa- 
ther, had banished thy uncle, the duke, my father, so 
thou hadst been still with me I could have taught my 
Jove to take thy father for mine; sv wouldst thou, if the 
truth of thy love to me were so righteously tempered as 
mine is to thee. : 

Ros. Well, I will forget the condition of my estate, 
to rejoice mm yours. 

Cel. You know my father hath no child but I, nor 
none is like to have; and, truly, when he dies thou 
shalt be his heir: for what he hath taken away from thy 
father, perforce, I will render thee again in affection; by 
mine honour I will; and when I break that oath Jet me 


® Gamester—adventurer at this game. 

b Enchantingly beluved—beloved, of all ranks, to a degree 
that looks like enchantment. 
. © Kindle—instigate. 
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turn monster: therefore, my sweet Rose, my dear Rose, 
be merry. 

Ros. From henceforth I will, coz, and devise sports: 
let me see ;—what think you of falling in love? 

Cel. Marry, I prithee do, te make sport withal ; but 
love no man in good earnest; nor no further in sport 
neither, than with safety of a pure blush thou mayst in 
honour come off again. 

Ros. What shall be our sport then ? 

Cel. Let us sit and mock the good housewife, For- 
tune, from her wheel, that her gifts may henceforth be 
bestowed equally. 

Ros. I would we could do so; for her benefits are 
mightily misplaced : and the bountiful blind woman 
cloth most mistake in her gifts to women. 

Cel. ’T is true: for those that she makes fair she 
scarce makes honest; and those that she makes honest 
she makes very ill] favouredly. 

Ros. Nay, now thou goest from fortune’s office to na- 
ture’s: fortune reigns in gifts of the world, not in the 
lineaments of nature. 


Enter Toucusrone. 


Cel. No? When nature hath made a fair creature, 
may she not by fortune fall into the fire? Though na- 
ture hath given us wit to flout at fortune, hath not for- 
tune sent in this fool to cut off the argument ? 

Ros. Indeed, there is fortune too hard for nature; 
when fortune makes nature’s natural the cutter off of 
nature's wit. 

Cel. Peradventure, this is not fortune’s work neither, 
but nature's; who, perceiving our natural wits too 
dull to reason of such goddesses, hath sent this natural 
for our whetstone : for always the dulness of the fool is 
the whetstone of the wits.—How now, wit? whither 
wander you ? 

Touch. Mistress, you must come away to your father, 
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Cel. Were you made the messenger ? 

Touch. No, by mine honour; but 1 was bid to come 
for you. 

Ros. Where learned you that oath, fool ? 

Touch. Of a certain knight, that swore by his honour 
they were good pancakes, and swore by his honour the 
mustard was naught: now, I ‘ll stand to it, the pan- 
cakes were naught, and the mustard was good; and 
yet was not the knight forsworn. 

Cel. How prove you that, in the great heap of your 
baawlede§ ? 

Ros. Ay, marry ; now unmuzzle your wisdom. 

Touch. Stand you both forth now: stroke your chins, 
and swear by your beards that I am a knave. 

Cel. By our beards, if we had them, thou art. 

Touch. By my knavery, if I had it, then I were: but 
if you swear by that that is not, you are not forsworn : 
no more was this knight, swearing by his honour, for he 
never had any; or, if he had, he had sworn it away 
before ever he saw those pancakes or that mustard. 

Cel. Prithee, who is "t that thou mean’st ? 

Touch. One that old Frederick, your father, loves. 

Cel. My father’s love is enough to honour him enough: 
speak no more of him; you'll be whipped for taxation,® 
one of these days. 

Touch. The more pity, that fools may not speak 
wisely, what wise men do foolishly. 

Cel. By my troth, thou say’st true; for since the 
little wit that fools have was silenced, the little foolery 
that wise men have makes a great show. Here comes 
monsieur le Beau. 


Enter Le Beau. 


Ros. With his mouth full of news. 
Cel. Which he will put on us, as pigeons feed their 
young. 
® Taxation—satire. 
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Ros. Then shall we be news-crammed. 

Cel. All the better; we shall be the more market- 
able. Bon jour, monsieur le Beau : What ’s the news ? 

Le Beau. Fair princess, you have lost much good 
sport. 

Cel. Sport? Of what colour ? 

Le Beau. What colour, madam? How shall I an- 
swer you ? 

Ros. As wit and fortune will. 

Touch. Or as the destinies decree. 

Cel. Well said; that was laid on with a trowel.e 

Touch. Nay, if I keep not my rank,— 

Ros. Thou losest thy old smell. 

Le Beau. You amaze” me, ladies: I would have 
told you of good wrestling, which you have lost the 
sight of. 

Ros. Yet tell us the manner of the wrestling. 

Le Beau. I will tell you the beginning, and, if it 
please your ladyships, you may sce the end; for the 
best is yet to do; and here, where you are, they are 
coming to perform it. 

Cel. Well,—the beginning, that is dead and buried. 

Le Beau. There comes an old man, and his three 
sons, — 

Cel. I could match this beginning with an old tale. 

Le Beau. Three proper young men, of excellent 
growth and presence ;— 

Ros. With bills on their necks,—® Be it known unto 
all men by these presents,” 

Le Beau. The eldest of the three wrestled with 
Charles, the duke’s wrestler; which Charles in a mo- 
ment threw him, and broke three of his ribs, that there 
is little hope of life in him: so he served the second, 
and so the third: Yonder they lie; the poor old man, 

® Laid on with a trowel—coarsely. A gross flatterer is still 


said to lay it on with a trowel. 
b Amaze—coufuse. 
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their father, making such pitiful dole over them, that 
all the beholders take his part with weeping. 

Ros. Alas! 

Touch. But what is the sport, monsieur, that the 
ladies have lost ? 

Le Beau. Why, this that I speak of. 

Touch. Thus men may grow wiser every day ! it is 
the first time that ever I heard breaking of ribs was 
sport for ladies. 

Cel. Or I, I promise thee. 

Ros. But is there any else longs to see this broken 
music in his sides? is there yet another dotes upon rib- 
breaking ?—-Shall we see this wrestling, cousin ? 

Le Beau. You must, if you stay here: for here is the 
place appointed for the wrestling, and they are ready 
to perform it. 

Cel. Yonder, sure, they are coming: Let us now stay 
and see it. 


Flourish. Enter Dux Freperick, Lords, Orianpo, 
Cuar.es, and Attendants. 


Duke F. Come on; since the youth will not be en- 
treated, his own peril on his forwardness. 

Ros. Is yonder the man ? 

Le Beau. Even he, madam. 

Cel. Alas, he is too young: yet he looks successfully. 

Duke I’. How now, daughter and cousin? are you 
crept hither to see the wrestling ? 

Ros. Ay, my liege; so please you give us leave. 

Duke F. You will take little delight in it, I can tell 
you, there is such odds in the man.* In pity of the 
challenger’s youth I would fain dissuade him, but he 
will not be entreated: Speak to him, ladies; see if you 
can move him. 

Cel. Call him hither, good monsieur le Beau. 


® Odds in the man. The meaning would appear to be, the 
challenger is unequal. 
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Duke F. Do so; I'll not be by. [Dux goes apart. 

Le Beau. Mee the challenger, the princess calls 
for you. 

Ort. I attend them, with all respect and duty. 

Ros. Young man, have you challenged Charles the 
wrestler ? 

Orl. No, fair princess; he is the general challenger : 
I come but 3 in, as others do, to try with him the strength 
of my youth. 

Cel. Young gentleman, your spirits are too bold for 
your years: You have seen cruel proof of this man’s 
strength: if you saw yourself with your eyes, or knew 
yourself with your judgment, the fear of your adventure 
would counsel you to a more equal enterprise. We 
pray you, for your own sake, to embrace your own 
safety, and give over this attempt. 

Ros. Do, young sir; your reputation shall not there- 
fore he misprised : we will make it our suit to the duke 
that the wrestling might not go forward. 

Orl. I beseech you, punish me not with your hard 
thoughts, wherein * I confess me much guilty to deny 
so fair and excellent ladies anything. But let your fair 
eyes and gentle wishes go with me to my trial : wherein 
if I be foiled, there is but one shamed that was never 
gracious; if killed, but one dead that is willing to be 
so: I shall do my friends no wrong, for I have none to 
lament me; the world no injury, for in it I have no- 
thing; only in the world I fill up a place which may 
be better supplied when I have made it empty. 

Ros. The little strength that I have, I would it were 
with you. 

Cel. And mine, to eke out hers. 

Ros. Fare you well. Pray Heaven, I be deceived in you! 

Cel. Your heart’s desires be with you. 

Cha. Come, where is this young. gallant, that is so 
desirous to lie with his mother earth ? 

® Wherein is used in the sense of tn that. 
VOL. III. N 
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Orl. Ready, sir; but his will hath in it a more 
modest working. 

Duke F. You shall try but one fall. 

Cha. No, I warrant your grace; you shall not en- 
treat him to a second, that have so mightily persuaded 
him from a first. 

Orl. You mean to mock me after; you should not 
have mocked me before: but come your ways. 

Ros. Now, Hercules be thy speed, young man! 

Cel. 1 would I were invisible, to catch the strong 
fellow by the leg. [Cuar.us and ORLANDO wrestle. 

Ros. O excellent young man! 

Cel. If I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, I can tell 
who should down. [Cuaruzs is thrown. Shout. 

Duke F. No more, no more. 

Orl. Yes, I beseech your grace; I am not yet well 
breathed. 

Duke F. How dost thou, Charles? 

Le Beau. He cannot speak, my lord. 

Duke F. Bear him away. [Cuanius is borne out. 
What is thy name, young man ? 

Orl. Orlando, my liege; the youngest son of sir 
Rowland de Bois. 

Duke F. 1 would thou hadst been son to some man 

else. 
The world esteem’d thy father honourable, 
But I did find him still mine enemy : 
Thou shouldst have better pleas’d me with this deed 
Hadst thou descended from another house. 
But fare thee well; thou art a gallant youth; 
I would thou hadst told me of another father. 

Ezxeunt Duxe Frep., Train, and Lx Brau. 

Cel. Were I my father, coz, would I do this ? 

Orl. I am more proud to be sir Rowland’s son, 

His youngest son ;—and would not change that calling,® 
To be adopted heir to Frederick. 


® Caliing—name, 
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Ros. My father lov’d sir Rowland as his soul, 
And all the world was of my father’s mind: 
Had I before known this young man his son, 
I should have given him tears unto entreaties, 
Ere he should thus have ventur’d. 
Cel. Gentle cousin, 
Let us go thank him, and encourage him: 
My father’s rough and envious disposition 
Sticks me at heart.—Sir, you have well deserv’d ; 
If you do keep your promises in love 
But justly * as you have exceeded all promise, 
Your mistress shall be happy. 
Ros. Gentleman, 
[Giving him a chain from her neck. 
Wear this for me,—one out of suits with fortune, 
That could give more but that her hand lacks means. 
Shall we go, coz ? 
Cel. Ay :—Fare you well, fair gentleman, 
Ori. Can I not say I thank you? My better parts 
Are all thrown down; and that which here stands up 
Is but a quintain, a mere lifeless block. 
Ros. He calls us back: My pride fell with my for 
tunes : 
I ‘ll ask him what he would :—Did you call, sir ?— 
Sir, you have wrestled well, and overthrown 
More than your enemies. 
Cel. Will you go, coz? 
Ros. Have with you :—Fare you well. 
Ezeunt Rosauinn and Ceuta. 
Orl. What passion hangs these weights upon my 
tongue ? 
I cannot speak to her, yet she urg’d conference. 


Re-enter Lz Brau. 


O poor Orlando! thou art overthrown ; 
Or Charles, or something weaker, masters thee. 
® But justly—but as justly. 
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Le Beau. Good sir, I do in friendship counsel you 
To leave this place: Albeit you have deserv’d 
High commendation, true applause, and love; 
Yet such is now the duke’s condition,* 
That he misconstrues all that you have done. 
The duke is humorous ;> what he is, indeed, 
More suits you to conceive, than I to speak of. 

Orl. I thank you, sir; and, pray you, tell me this; 
Which of the two was daughter of the duke 
That here was at the wrestling ? 

Le Beau. Neither his daughter, if we judge by man- 

ners ; 

But yet, indeed, the shorter is his daughter : 
The other is daughter to the banish’d duke, 
And here detain’d by her usurping uncle, 
To keep his daughter company ; whose loves 
Are dearer than the natural bond of sisters. 
But I can tell you, that of late this duke 
Hath ta’en displeasure ’gainst his gentle niece ; 
Grounded upon no other argument 
But that the people praise her for her virtues, 
And pity her for her good father’s sake ; 
And, on my life, his malice ’gainst the lady 
Will suddenly break forth—Sir, fare you well ; 
Hereafter, in a better world than this, 
J shall desire more love and knowledge of you. 

Orl. I rest much bounden to you: fare you well! 

| Exit Lx Beav. 

Thus must I from the smoke into the smother ; 
From tyrant duke unto a tyrant brother :— 
But heavenly Rosalind ! [ Exit. 


SCENE III.—A Room in the Palace. 


Enter Czeiia and Rosaxuinp. 


Cel. Why, cousin; why, Rosalind ;—Cupid have 
mercy '—not a word? 


® Condition—temper. b Humorous—capriciouse 
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Ros. Not one to throw at a dog. 

Cel. No, thy words are too precious to be cast away 
upon curs; throw some of them at me: come, lame me 
with reasons. 

Ros. Then there were two cousins laid up; when the 
one should be lamed with reasons, and the other mad 
without any. 

Cel. But is all this for your father ? 

Ros. No, some of it is for my father’s child: O, how 
full of briars is this working-day world ! 

Cel. They are but burs, cousin, thrown upon thee in 
holiday foolery ; if we walk not in the trodden paths, 
our very petticoats will catch them. 

Ros. I could shake them off my coat; these burs are 
in my heart. 

Cel. Hem them away. 

Ros. I would try; if I could cry hem, and have 
him. 

Cel. Come, come, wrestle with thy affections. 

Ros. O, they take the part of a better wrestler than 
myself. 

Cel. O, a good wish upon you! you will try in time, 
in despite of a fall—But, turning these jests out of 
service, let us talk in good earnest: Is it possible, on 
such a sudden, you should fall into so strong a liking 
with old sir Rowland’s youngest son ? 

Ros. The duke my father loved his father dearly. 

Cel. Toth it therefore ensue that you should love his 
son dearly? By this kind of chase, I should hate him, 
for my father hated his father dearly ;* yet I hate not 
Orlando. 

Ros. No, "faith, hate him not, for my sake. 

Cel. Why should I not? doth he not deserve well ? 

Ros. Let me love him for that; and do you love 
him, because I do :—Look, here comes the duke. 

Cel, With his eyes full of anger. 


® Dearly—extremely. 
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_ Enter Duxe Freperick, with Lords. 
Duke F. Mistress, despatch you with your safest 


haste, 
And get you from our court. 
Ros. Me, uncle? 
Duke F. You, cousin: 


Within these ten days if that thou be’st found 
So near our public court as twenty miles, 
Thou diest for it. 
Ros. I do beseech your grace, 
Let me the knowledge of my fault bear with me: 
If with myself I hold intelligence, 
Or have acquaintance with mine own desire, 
If that I do net dream, or be not frantic, 
(As I do trust I am not,) then, dear uncle, 
Never, so much as in a thought unborn, 
Did I offend your highness. 
Duke F. Thus do all traitors; 
If their purgation did consist in words, 
They are as innocent as grace itself: 
Let it suffice thee, that I trust thee not. 
Ros. Yet your mistrust cannot make me a traitor: 
Tell me, whereon the likelihood depends. 
Duke F. Thou art thy father’s daughter, there ’s 
enough. 
Ros. So was I when your highness took his duke- 
dom ; 
So was I when your highness banish'd him: 
Treason is not inherited, my lord ; 
Or, if we did derive it from our friends, 
What ’s that to me? my father was no traitor: 
Then, good my liege, mistake me not so much 
To think my poverty is treacherous. 
Cel. Dear sovereign, hear me speak. 
Duke F. Ay, Celia; we staged her for your sake, 
Else had she with her father rang’d along. 
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Cel. I did not then entreat to have her stay, 
It was your pleasure, and your own remorse ;* 
I was too young that time to value her, 
But now I know her: if she be a traitor, 
Why, so am 1; we still have slept together, 
Rose at an instant, learn’d, play’d, eat together; 
And wheresoe’er we went, like Juno’s swans, 
Still we went coupled, and inseparable. 
Duke F. She is too subtle for thee; and her smooth- 
ness, 
Her very silence, and her patience, 
Speak to the people, and they pity her. 
Thou art a fool: she robs thee of thy name; 
And thou wilt show more bright, and seem more 
virtuous, 
When she is gone: then open not thy lips; 
Firm and irrevocable is my doom 
Which I have pass’d upon her; she is banishi’d. 
Cel. Pronounce that sentence then on me, my 
liege ; 
I cannot live out of her company. 
Duke F. You are a fool :—You, niece, provide yours 
self’; 
If you outstay the time, upon mine honour, 
And in the greatness of my word, you die. 
Ezeunt Duxe Frep. and Lords, 
Cel. O my poor Rosalind! whither wilt thou go? 
Wilt thou change fathers ? I will give thee mine. 
I charge thee, be not thou more griev’d than I am. 
Ros. I have more cause. 
Cel. Thou hast not, cousin; 
Prithee, be cheerful ; know’st thou not the duke 
Hath banish’d me, his daughter ? 
Ros. That he hath not. 
Cel. No? hath not ? Rosalind lacks then the love 
Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one: 
® Remorse—compassion. 
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Shall we be sunder’d? shall we part, sweet girl ? 
No; let my father seek another heir. 

Therefore devise with me how we may fly, 
Whither to go, and what to bear with us: 

And do not seek to take your change*® upon you, 
To bear your griefs yourself, and leave me out; 
For, by this heaven, now at our sorrows pale, 
Say what thou canst, I ‘ll go along with thee. 

Ros. Why, whither shall we go? 

Cel. To seek my uncle in the forest of Arden. 

Ros. Alas, what danger will it be to us, 
Maids as we are, to travel forth so far! 

Beauty provoketh thieves sooner than gold. 

Cel. 1°11 put myself in poor and mean attire, 
And with a kind of umber smirch my face, 

The like do you; so shall we pass along, 
And never stir assailants. 

Ros. Were it not better, 
Because that I am more than common tall, 
That I did suit me all points like a man ? 

A gallant curtle-axe upon my thigh, 

A boar-spear in my hand ; and (in my heart 
Lie there what hidden woman ’s fear there will) 
We ‘11 have a swashing® and a martial outside ; 
As many other mannish cowards have, 

That do outface it with their semblances. 

Cel. What shall I call thee, when. thou art a 

man ? 

Ros. I ‘ll have no worse a name than Jove's own 


page 
And therefore look you call me Ganymede. 
But what will you be call'd? 
Cel. Something that hath a reference to my state: 
No longer Celia, but Aliena. 
® Change—reverse. 


b Swashing. To swash is to make a noise of swords against 
targets. 
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Ros. But, cousin, what if we essay’d to steal 
The clownish fool out of your father’s court? 
Would he not be a comfort to our travel ? 
Cel. He'll go along o'er the wide world with me; 
Leave me alone to woo him: Let ’s away, 
And get our jewels and our wealth together; 
Devise the fittest time, and safest way 
To hide us from pursuit that will be made 
After my flight: Now go in we content, 
To liberty, and not to banishment. [Eweunt. 
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ACT II. 
SCENE I.—The Forest of Arden. 


Exter Duxs senior, Amzens, and other Lords, in the 
dress of Foresters. 


Duke S. Now, my co-mates, and brothers in exile, 
Hath not old custom made this life more sweet 
Than that of painted a Are not these woods 
More free from peril than the envious court ? 
Here feel we not the penalty of Adam. 
The seasons’ difference,—as, the icy fang, 
And churlish chiding of the winter’s wind, 
Which when it bites and blows upon my body, 
Even till I shrink with cold, I smile, and say 
This is no flattery,—these are counsellors 
That feelingly persuade me what I am.® 
Sweet are the uses of adversity ; 
Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous, 
Wears yet a precious jewel in his head ; 
And this our life, exempt from public haunt, 
Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks, 
Sermons in stones, and good in everything. 
Ami. I would not change it: Happy is your grace, 


® We print this passage according to the old reading— 
‘* Here feel we not the penalty of Adam ;” 

and we have pointed the passage very differently from the usual 
mode; for, what is ‘‘ the penalty of Adam”? All the com- 
mentators say, ‘the seasons’ difference.” On the contrary, it 
was, “In the sweat of thy face shalt thou eat bread.” ‘ The 
seasons’ difference,’ it must be remembered, was ordained 
before the fall, and was in no respect a penalty. The exiled 
courtiers led a life without toil—a life in which they were con- 
tented with a little—an¢ they were thus exempt from ‘‘ the 
penalty of Adam.” 
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That can translate the stubbornness of fortune 
Into so quiet and so sweet a style. 

Duke S. Come, shall we go and kill us venison ? 
And yet it irks me® the poor dappled fools,— 
Being native burghers of this desert city,— 
Should, in their own confines, with forked heads» 
Have their round haunches gor’d. 

1 Lord. Indeed, my lord, 
The melancholy Jaques grieves at that ; 

And, in that kind, swears you do more usurp 
Than doth your brother that hath banish’d you. 
To-day, my lord of Amiens and myself 

Did steal behind him, as he lay along 

Under an oak, whose antique root peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood : 
To the which place a poor sequester’d stag, 
That from the hunters’ aim had ta’en a hurt, 
Did come to languish; and, indeed, my lord, 
The wretched animal heav’d forth such groans, 
That their discharge did stretch his leathern coat 
Almost to bursting; and the big round tears 
Cours’d one another down his innocent nose 

In piteous chase: and thus the hairy fool, 
Much marked of the melancholy Jaques, 

Stood on the extremest verge of the swift brook, 
Augmenting it with tears. 

Duke S. But what said Jaques? 
Did he not moralize this spectacle ? 

1 Lord. O yes, into a thousand similes. 

First, for his weeping into the needless © stream ; 
* Poor deer,” quoth he, “ thou mak’st a testament 
As worldlings do, giving thy sum of more 


® Irks me. This active use of the verb irk has become oso0- 
lete. The meaning is obvious from the adjective, which we 
still retain, trksume. 

b Furked heads—the heads of barbed arrows. 

© Needless—needing not. 
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To that which had too much.” Then beime there alone, 
Left and abandon‘d of his velvet friend, 
“°T is right,” quoth he; “thus misery doth part 
The flux of company :” Anon, a careless herd, 
Full of the pasture, jumps along by him, 
And never stays to greet him; “Ay,” quoth Jaques, 
“Sweep on, you fat and greasy citizens ; 
"T is just the fashion: Wherefore do you look 
Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there ?” 
Thus most invectively he pierceth through 
The body of the country, city, court, 
Yea, and of this our life: swearing, that we 
Are mere usurpers, tyrants, and what ’s worse, 
To fright the animals, and to kill them up,> 
In their assign’d and native dwelling-place. 
Duke S. And did you leave him in this contempla- 
tion ? 
2 Lord. We did, my lord, weeping and commenting 
Upon the sobbing deer. 
Duke 8. Show me the place 
I love to cope* him in these sullen fits, 
For then he ’s full of matter. 
2 Lord. I "ll bring you to him straight. [| Exeunt, 


SCENE II.—A Room in the Palace. 


Enter Dux Freverick, Lords, and Attendants. 


Duke F. Can it be possible that no man saw them ? 
It cannot be: some villains of my court 
Are of consent and sufferance in this. 

1 Lord. I cannot hear of any that did see her. 


® Friend. The singular is often used for the plural with a 
sense more abstracted, and therefore in many instances more 

ovtical. 

b All them up. In the same way Shakspere has “ flatter 
up, ’— stifle up,” —" poisons up.” 

° Cope—encounter. 
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The ladies, her attendants of her chamber, 
Saw her a-bed; and, in the morning early, 
They found the bed untreasur’d of their mistress. 

2 Lord. My lord, the roynish® clown, at whom so oft 
Your grace was wont to laugh, is also missing. 
Hesperia, the princess’ gentlewoman, 

Confesses, that she secretly o’erheard 
Your daughter and her cousin much commend 
The parts and graces of the wrestler 
That did but lately foil the sinewy Charles ; 
And she believes, wherever they are gone, 
That youth is surely in their company. 
Duke F. Send to his brother; fetch that gallant 
hither ; 
If he be absent, bring his brother to me, 
I ‘l] make him find him: do this suddenly; 
And let not search and inquisition quail » 
To bring again these foolish runaways. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE III.—Before Oliver's House. 
Enter Orutanno and Apam, meeting. 


Ori. Who ’s there ? 
Adam. What! my young master!—O, my gentle 
master, 

O, my sweet master, O you memory 
Of old sir Rowland! why, what make you here ? 
Why are you virtuous? Why do people love you? 
And wherefore are you gentle, strong, and valiant ? 
Why would you be so fond to overcome 
The bony priser of the humorous duke? 
Your praise is come too swiftly home before you. 
Know you not, master, to some kind of men 
Their graces serve them but as enemies ? 
No more do yours; your virtues, gentle master, 


® Roynish—literally, mangy; the French rogneuz. 
b Quatl—slacken. 
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Are sanctified and holy traitors to you. 
O, what a world is this, when what is comely 
Envenoms him that. bears it! 
Orl. Why, what ’s the matter ? 
Adam. O unhappy youth, 
Come not within these doors; within this roof 
The enemy of all your graces lives : 
Your brother—(no, no brother; yet the son— 
Yet not the son; I will not call him son— 
Of him I was about to call his father)— 
Hath heard your praises; and this night he means 
To burn the lodging where you use to lie, 
And you within it: if he fail of that, 
He will have other means to cut you off: 
I overheard him and his practices. 
This is no place,” this house is but a butchery-; 
Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it. 
Orl. Why, whither, Adam, wouldst thou have me 
go? 
Adam. No matter whither, so you come not here. 
Orl. What, wouldst thou have me go and beg my 
food ? 
Or, with a base and boisterous sword, enfurce 
A thievish living on the common road ? 
This I must do, or know not what to do: 
Yet this I will not do, do how I can; 
I rather will subject me to the malice 
Of a diverted blood,» and bloody brother. 
Adam. But do not so: I have five hundred crowns, 
The thrifty hire I sav’d under your father, 
Which I did store, to be my foster-nurse, 
When service should in my old limbs lie lame, 
And unregarded age in corners thrown ; 
Take that: and He that doth the ravens feed, 
“a This is no place—this is no abiding-place. 


b A diverted bluod—affections alienated and turned out of thel 
gatural course; as a stream of water is said to be diverted. 
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Yea, providently caters for the sparrow, 

Be comfort to my age! Here is the gold; 

All this I give you: Let me be your servant; 
Though I look old, yet I am strong and lusty: 
For in my youth I never did apply 

Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood : 

Nor did not with unbashful forehead woo 
The means of weakness and debility ; 
Therefore my age is as a lusty winter, 

Frosty, but kindly : Jet me go with you; 

I'll do the service of a younger man 

In all your business and necessities. 

Orl. O good old man; how well in thee appears 
The constant service of the antique world, 
When service sweat for duty, not for meed ! 
Thou art not for the fashion of these times, 
Where none will sweat, but for promotion ; 
And having that, do choke their service up 
Even with the having: it is not so with thee. 
But, poor old man, thou prun’st a rotten tree, 
That cannot so much as a blossom yield, 

In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry : 

But come thy ways, we ‘ll go along together : 
And ere we have thy youthful wages spent, 
We ‘ll light upon some settled low content. 

Adam. Master, go on; and I will follow thee, 
To the last gasp, with truth and loyalty.— 
From seventeen years till now almost fourscore 
Here lived I, but now live here no more. 

At seventeen years many their fortunes seek ; 

But at fourscore, it is too late a week :* 

Yet fortune cannot recompense me better, 

Than to die well, and uot my master’s debtor. [Exeunt. 


® Too late a week—an indefinite period, but still a short 
period ; somewhat too late. 
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SCENE IV.—The Forest of Arden. 


Enter Rosauinp in boy's clothes, Cei1a dressed like a 
Shepherdess, and ToucusTonx. 


Ros. O Jupiter! how merry * are my spirits! — 

Touch. I care not for my spirits, if my legs were not 
weary. 

Ros. I could find in my heart to disgrace my man’s 
apparel, and to cry like a woman: but I must comfort 
the weaker vessel, as doublet and hose ought to show 
itself courageous to petticoat: therefore, courage, good 
Aliena. 

Cel, I pray you, bear with me; I cannot go no fur- 
ther. 

Touch. For my part, I had rather bear with you, 
than bear you: yet I should bear no cross,° if I did bear 
you; for, 1 think, you have no money in your purse, 

Ros. Well, this is the forest of Arden. 

Touch, Ay, now am I in Arden: the more fool I, 
when I was at home I was in a better place; but tra- 
vellers must be content. 

Ros. Ay, be so, good Touchstone :—Look you, who 
comes here; a young man, and an old, in solemn talk. 


Enter Corin and SILVIUS. 


Cor. That is the way to make her scorn you still. 
Si. O Corin, that thou knew’st how I do love her! 
Cor. I partly guess; for I have lov‘d ere now. 
Sil. No, Corin, being old, thou canst not guess ; 
Though in thy youth thou wast as true a lover 
As ever sigh’d upon a midnight pillow : 
But if thy love were ever like to mine, 
(As sure I think did never man love so,) 


a Merry. Rosalind’s merriment was assumed as well as her 
28S. 

> The double negative was not considered a violation of 
grammar io Shakspere’s time. 

* Cross—a piece of money stamped with a cross, 
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How many actions most ridiculous 
Hast thou been drawn to by thy fantasy ? 

Cor, Into a thousand that I have forgotren. 

Sil. O, thou didst then never love so heartily 
If thou remember’st not the slightest folly 
That ever love did make thee run into, 

Thou hast not lov’d: 

Or if thou hast not sat as I do now, 

Wearing ® thy hearer in thy mistress’ praise, 

Thov hast not lov'd: 

Or if thou hast not broke from company 

Abruptly, as my passion now makes me, 

Thou hast not lov'd: O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe! [ Zr. Sux, 

Ros. Alas, poor shepherd! searching of thy wound, 
I have by hard adventure found mine own. 

Touch. And I mine: I remernber, when I was in 
love, I broke my sword upon a stone, and bid him take 
that for coming anight to Jane Smile: and I remember 
the kissing of her batler,> and the cow’s dugs that her 
pretty chopped hands had milked: and I rememLer 
the woving of a peascod instead of her; from whom J] 
took two cods, and, giving her them again, said, with 
weeping tears, “ Wear these for my sake.’’ We, that 
are true lovers, run into strange capers; but as all is 
mortal in-nature, so is all nature in love mortal in 
folly.° 

Ros. Thou speak’st wiser than thou art ’ware of. 

Touch. Nay, I shall ne’er be ‘ware of mine own wit, 
till I break my shins against it. 

Ros. Jove! Jove! this shepherd's passion 
Is much upon my fashion. 
Touch. And mine; but it grows something stale with 


® Wearing. To wear, and to wear are the same, in the sense | 
of the text. 

b Batler—the bat used in washing linen in a stream. 

© Mortal in folly~extremely foolish. 
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Cel. I pray you, one of you question yond man, 
If he for gold will give us any food ; 
I faint almost to death. 
Touch. Holla; you clown! 
Ros. Peace, fool; he’s not thy kinsman. 
Cor. Who calls? 
Touch. Your betters, sir. 
Cor. Else are they very wretched. 
Ros. Peace, I say :—Good even to you, friend. 
Cor. And to you, gentle sir, and to you all. 
Ros. I prithee, shepherd, if that love, or gold, 
Can in this desert place buy entertainment, 
Bring us where we may rest ourselves, and feed : 
Here ’s a young maid with travel much oppress’d, 
And faints for succour. 
Cor. Fair si, I pity her, 
And wish for her sake, more than for mine own, 
My fortunes were more able to relieve her: 
But I am shepherd to another man, 
And do not shear the fleeces that I graze; 
My master is of churlish disposition, 
And little recks to find the way to heaven 
By doing deeds of hospitality : 
Besides, his cote, his tlocks, and bounds of feed, 
Are now on sale, and at our sheepcote now, 
By reason of his absence, there is nothing 
That you will feed on; but what is, come see, 
And in my voice most welcome shall you be, 
Ros. What is he that shall buy his flock and pasture? 
Cor, That young swain that you saw here but 
erewhile, 
That little cares for buying anything. 
Ros. | pray thee, if it stand with honesty, 
Buy thou the cottage, pasture, and the flock, 
And thou shalt have to pay for it of us. 
Cel. And we will mend thy wages: I like this place, 
Aud willingly could waste my time in it. 


Sornr V.} AS YOU LIKE IT. 225 


Cor. Assuredly, the thing is to be sold + 
Go with me; if you like, upon report, 
The soil, the profit, and this kind of life, 
I will your very faithful feeder be, 
And buy it with your gold right suddenly. [ Exeunté. 


SCENE V.—The same. 
Enter Amiens, JAQuEs, and other's. 


SONG. 
Ami. Under the greenwood tree, 
Who loves to lie with me, 
And turn® his merry note 
Unto the sweet bird’s throat, 
Come hither, come hither, come hither; 
Here shall he see 
No enemy, 
But winter and rough weather. 

Jaq. More, more, I prithee, more. 

Ami. It will make you melancholy, monsieur 
Jaques. 

Jag. I thank it. More, I prithee, more. I can suck 
melancholy. out of a song, as a weazel sucks eggs: 
More, I prithee, more. 

Ami. My voice is ragged ;» I know I cannot please 
you. 
Jag. I do not desire you to please me, I do desire 
you to sing: Come, more; another stanza; Call you 
“em stanzas ? 

Ami, What you will, monsieur Jaques, 7 

Jag. Nay, I care not for their names; they owe me 
nothing: Will you sing ? 

Ami. More at your request than to please myself. 

Jag. Well then, if ever I thank any man I “1! thank 
you: but that they call compliment is like the encoun: 
ter of two dog-apes; and when a man thanks me 
heartily, methinks I have given him a penny, and he 


® Turn—modulate. t Ragged—broken, discordant. | 
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renders me the beggarly thanks. Come, sing; and you 
“that will not hold your tongues. 

Ami. Well, I'll end the song.—Sirs, cove the 
while; the duke will drink under this tree :—he hath 
been all this day to look you, 

Jag. And I have been all this day to avoid him. He 
is too disputable® for my company: I think of as many 
matters as he; but I give Heaven thanks, and make no 
boast of them. Come, warble, come. 


SONG. 


Who doth ambition shun, (4/i together here. 
And loves to live i’ the sun, 
Seeking the food he eats, 
And pleas’d with what he gets, 
Come hither, come hither, come hither ; 
Here shall he see 
No enemy, 
But winter and rough weather. 


Jaq. I'll give you a verse to this note, that I mais 
yesterday in despite of my invention. 

Amt. And I’) sing it. 

Jag. Thus it goes :— 

If it do come to pass, 
That any man turn ass 
Leaving his wealth and ease, 
A stubborn will to please, 
Ducdame, ducdame, ducdame; 
Here shall he see 
Gross fools as he, 
Aun if he will come to me. 

Ami. What ’s that ducdame ? 

Jag. "T is a Greek invocation, to call fools into a 
circle. I ‘ll go sleep if I can; if I cannot, I 2) rai) 
against all the first-born of Egypt. b 

Ami. And 1 Il go seek the duke; his banquet is 
: prepared. ~ [-Exeunt severally. 
® Disputable—di asia 


b The tabi -born of Egypt—a proverbial expression for high 
born persons 
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SCENE VI.—The same. 


Enter Orntanpo and Apam. 


Adam. Dear master, I can go no further: O, I die 
for food! Here lie I down, and measure out my grave. 
Farewell, kind master. 

Orl. Why, how now, Adam! no greater heart in 
thee? Live a little; comfort a little; cheer thyself a 
little: If this uncouth forest yield anything savage, I 
will either be food for it, or bring it for food to thee. 
Thy conceit is nearer death than thy powers. For my 
sake, be comfortable,* hold death awhile at the arm's 
end : I will here be with thee presently; and if I bring 
thee not something to eat I will give thee leave to die: 
but if thou diest before I come thou art a mocker of 
my labour. Well said! thou look’st cheerly : and I ‘ll 
be with thee quickly.—Yet thou liest in the bleak air: 
Come, I will bear thee to some shelter; and thou shalt 
not die for lack of a dinner, if there live anything in 
this desert. Cheerly, good Adam ! Ezeunt, 


SCENE VII.— The same. 


A table set out. Enter Duxe senior, AMIENS, Loris, 
and others. 


Duke S. I think he be transform’d into a beast ; 
For I can nowhere find him like a man. 

1 Lord. My lord, he is but even now gone hence ; 
Here was he merry, hearing of a song. 

Duke S. If he, compact of jars, grow musical, 
We shall have shortly discord in the spheres :— 
Go, seek him; tell him I would speak with him. 


Enter JaQuEs. 


1 Lord. He saves my labour by his own approach. 


* Be comfortable—become susceptible of comfort. 
© Compact—compounded, made up of 
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Duke S. Why, how now, monsieur! what a life is 
this, 
That your poor friends must woo your company ? 
What! you look merrily. 
Jaq. A fool, a fool! I met a fool i’ the forest, 
A motley fool ; a miserable world : é 
As I do live by food, I met a fool ; 
Who laid him down and bask’d him in the sun, 
And rail’d on lady Fortune in good terms, 
In good set terms,—and yet a motley fool. 
“ Good morrow, fool,’’ quoth I: ‘ No, sir,” quotn ne, 
“ Call me not fool, till Heaven hath sent me fortune. 
And then he drew a dial from his poke: 
And, looking on it with lack-lustre eye, 
Says, very wisely, “ It is ten o'clock : 
Thus we may see,” quoth he, “ how the world wags: 
"T is but an hour ago, since it was nine; : 
And after one hour more, ’t will be eleven ; 
And so, from hour to hour, we ripe and ripe, 
And then, from hour to hour, we rot and rot, 
And thereby hangs a tale.” When I did hear 
The motley fool thus moral on the time, 
My lungs began to crow like chanticleer, 
That fools should be so deep-contemplative ; 
And I did laugh, sans intermission, 
An hour by his dial.—O noble fool ! 
A worthy fool! Motley ’s the only wear. 
Duke S. What fool is this? 
Jag. O worthy fool !—One that hath been a courtier ; 
And says, if ladies be but young, and fair, 
They have the gift to know it: and in his brain,x— 
Which is as dry as the remainder biscuit 
After a voyage,—he hath strange places cramm’d 
With observation, the which he vents 
In mangled forms :—O, that I were a fool! 
J am ambitious for a motley cout. 
Duke S. Thou shalt have one. 
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Jag. It is my only suit:* 
Provided, that you weed your better judgments 
Of all opinion that grows rank in them, 
That I am wise. I must have liberty 
Withal, as large a charter as the wind, 
To blow on whom I please; for so fools have. 
And they that are most galled with my folly, 
They most must laugh : And why, sir, must they so? 
The why is plain as way to parish church : 
He that a fool doth very wisely hit 
Doth very foolishly, although he smart, 
Not to] seem senseless of the bob :> if not, 
‘he wise man’s folly is anatomiz’d 
Even by the squand’ring glances of the fool. 
Invest me in my motley; give me leave 
To speak my mind, and I will through and through 
Cleanse the foul body of the infected world, 
If they will patiently receive my medicine. 
Duke S. Fiecn thee! I can tell what thou wouldst do 
Jag. What, for a counter, would I do but good ? 
Duke S. Most mischievous foul sin, in chiding sin: 
For thou thyself hast been a libertine, 
As sensual as the brutish sting itself; 
And all the embossed sores, and headed evils, 
That thou with licence of free foot hast caught, 
Wouldst thou disgorge into the general world. 
Jag. Why, who cries out on pride, 
That can therein tax any private party ? 
Doth it not flow as hugely as the sea, 
Till that the weary® very means do ebb ? 
What woman in the city do I name 
When that I say, The city-woman bears 
The cost of princes on unworthy shoulders ? 
Who can come in, and say that I mean her, 
When such a one as she, such is her neighbour ? 
® Sui : b Bob— 
: a Wespaethiaind: nh 
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Or what is he of basest function, 

That says, his bravery® is not on my cost, 

(Thinking that I mean him,) but therein suits 

His folly to the mettle of my speech ? 

There then; How then? what then? Let me see wherein 
My tongue hath wrong'd him: if it do him right, 

Then he hath wrong’d himself; if he be free, 

Why, then my taxing® like a wild goose flies, 
Unclaim'd of any man.—But who comes here ? 


Enter Orntanno, with his sword drawn. 


Orl. Forbear, and eat no more. 
Jaq. Why, I have eat none yet. 
Orl. Nor shalt not, till necessity be serv’d. 
Jag. Of what kind should this cock come of ? 
Duke S. Axt thou thus bolden’d, man, by thy dis- 
tress; : 
Or else a rude despiser of good manners, 
That in civility thou seem’st so empty ? 
Orl. You touch’d my vein at first ; the thorny point 
Of bare distress hath ta’en from me the show 
Of smooth civility : yet am I inland bred, 
And know some nurture.© But, forbear, I say 
He dies that touches any of this fruit 
Till I and my affairs are answered. . 
Jug. Au you will not be answered with reason, I 
must die. . 
Duke S. What would you have? Your gentleness 
shall force, 
More than your force move us to gentleness. 
Orl. I almost die for food, and let me have it. 
Duke S. down and feed, and welcome to our 
table. 
Orl. Speak you so gently ? Pardon me, I pray you: 
I thought that all things had been savage here ; 


® Bravery—finery. » Tazing—censure, reproach. 
° Wisteie education. 
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And therefore put I on the countenance 
Of stern commandment: But whate’er you are, 
That in this desert inaccessible, 
Under the shade of melancholy boughs, 
Lose and neglect the creeping hours of time ; 
If ever you have look’d on better days; 
If ever been where bells have knoll’d to church; 
If ever sat at any good man’s feast ; 
If ever from your eyelids wip’d a tear, 
And know what ’t is to pity and be pitied ; 
Let gentleness my strong enforcement be: 
In the which hope, I blush, and hide my sword. 
Duke S. True is it that we have seen better days ; 
And have with holy bell been knoll’d to church ; 
And sat at good men’s feasts ; and wip'd our eyes 
Of drops that sacred pity hath engender’d : 
And therefore sit you down in gentleness, 
And take upon command® what help we have, 
That to your wanting may be minister’d. 
Ori. Then, but forbear your food a little while, 
Whiles, like a doe, I go to tind my fawn, 
And give it food. There is an old poor man, 
Who after me hath many a weary ste 
Limp’d in pure love; till he be first suffic’d, 
Oppress'd with two weak evils,» age and hunger, 
I will not touch a bit. 
Duke S. Go, find him out, 
And we will nothing waste till you return. 
Ort. I thank ye: and be bless‘d for your good com: 
fort ! [ Bait. 
Duke S. Thou seest, we are not all alone unhappy : 
This wide and universal theatre 
Presents more woeful pageants than the scene 
Wherein we play in. 
Jag. All the world ’s a stage, 


Jpon command—at your pleasure. 
eak evils—causes of weakness. 
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And all the men and women merely players : 
They have their exits, and their entrances ; 

And one man in his time plays many parts, 
His acts being seven ages. At first, the infant, 
Mewling and puking in the nurse’s arms: 

Then the whining schoolboy, with his satchel, 
And shining morning face, creeping like snail] 
Unwillingly to school: and then, the lover, 
Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad 
Made to his mistress’ eyebrow : Then, a soldier; 
Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard, 
Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel, 
Seeking the bubble reputation 

Even in the cannon’s mouth: and then, the justices 
In fair round belly, with good capon lin’d, 
With eyes severe, and beard of formal cut, . 
Full of wise saws and modern instances, 

And so he plays his part: The sixth age shifts 
Into the lean and slipper’d pantaloon ; 

With spectacles on nose, and pouch on side; 
His youthful hose well sav'’d, a world too wide 
For his shrunk shank; and his big manly voice, 
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes 
And whistles in his sound: Last scene of all, 
That ends this strange eventful history, 

Is second childishness, and mere oblivion ; 

Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything. 


Re-enter Ornianno, with Apa. 


Duke S. Welcome: Set down your venerable burthen, 
And let him feed. | 

Ori. I thank gou most for him. 

Adam. So had you need ; 
I scarce can speak to thank you for myself. 

Duke S. Welcome, fall to: I will not trouble you 
As yet, to question you about your fortunes :-— 
Give us some music; and, good cousin, sing. 
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AMIENS 87798. 
SONG. 
J. 
Blow, blow, thou winter wind, 
Thou art not so unkind ® 
As man’s ingratitude ; 
Thy tooth is not so keen, 
Because thou art not seen, 
Although thy breath be rude. 
Heigh ho! sing, heigh ho! unto the green oy 
Most frieudship is feigning, most loving mere folly : 
Then, heigh ho! the holly! 
This life is most jolly. 
II 
Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky, 
Thou dost not bite so nigh 
As benefits forgot: 
Though thou the waters warp,* 
Thy sting is not so sharp 
As friend remember’d not. 
Heigh ho! sing, heigh hol &e. 


Duke S. If that you were the good sir Rowland’s son,— 
As you have whisper’d faithfully you were ; 
And as mine eye doth his effigies witness 
Most truly limn’d, and living in your face, 
Be truly welcome hither: I am the duke | 
That lov’d your father: The residue of your fortune, 
Go to my cave and tell me.—Good old man, 
Thou art right welcome as thy master is 3 
Support him by the arm.—Give me your hand, 
And let me all your fortunes understand. [ Exeunt 
® Unkind—unnatural. 


b Warp. There was an old Saxon proverb, Winter shall 
warp water, 
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ACT III. 


SCENE I.—A Room in the Palace. 


Enter Duxe Frepericx, Oxiver, Lords, and 
Attendants. 


Duke F. Not see him since? Sir, sir, that cannot be: 
But were I not the better part made mercy, 
I sliould not seek an absent argument.® 
Of my revenge, thou present: But look to it; 
Find out thy brother, wheresoc’er he is; 
Seek him with candle ;> bring him dead or living 
Within this twelvemonth, or ‘turn thou no more 
To seek a living in our territory. 
Thy lands, and all things that thou dost call thine, 
Worth seizure, do we seize into our hands; 
Till thou canst quit thee by thy brother’s mouth, 
Of what we think against thee. 
Oli. O, that your highness knew my heart in this! 
I never lov'd my brother in my life. 
Duke F. More villain thou.—Well, push him out of 
doors ; 
And let my officers of such a nature 
Make an extent upon his house and lands: 
Do this expediently,° and turn him going. _——| Exeunt 


SCENE II.—The Forest. 


Enter Orvanvo, with a paper, 


Orl. Hang there, my verse, in witness of my love: 
And, thou, thrice-crowned queen of night, survey 


® Argument—subject matter. 
> Metaphorically, seek him in every corner 
¢ Expediently—promptly. 
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With thy chaste eye from thy pale sphere above, 
Thy huntress’ name, that my full Kite doth sway. 
O Rosalind! these trees shall be my books, 
And in their barks my thoughts 1 “l] character; 
That every eye, which in this forest looks, 
Shall see thy virtue witness’d everywhere. 
Run, run, Orlando; carve on every tree 
The fair, the chaste, and unexpressive® she. [ Exit. 


Enter Corin and Toucusrons. 


Cor. And how like you this shepherd’s life, master 
Touchstone? 

Touch. Truly, shepherd, in respect of itself it is a 
good life; but in respect that it is a shepherd's life it 
is naught. In respect that it is solitary I like it very 
well; but in respect that it is private it is a very vile 
life. Now, in respect it is in the fields it pleaseth me 
well; but in respect it is not in the court it is tedious. 
As it is a spare life, look you, it fits my humour well; 
but as there is no more plenty in it, it goes much against 
my stsmach. Hast any philosophy in thee, shepherd ? 

Cor. No more, but that I know, the more one sickens 
the worse at ease he is; and that he that wants money, 
means, and content, is without three good friends : That 
the property of rain is to wet, and fire to burn: That 
good pasture makes fat sheep; and that a great cause 
of the night is Jack of the sun: That he that hath 
learned no wit by nature nor art may complain of good 
breeding,® or comes of a very dull kindred. 

Touch. Such a one is a natura] philosopher. Waet 
ever in court, shepherd ? 

Cor. No, truly. 

Touch. Then thou art damned. 

Cor. Nay, I hope,— 


Unerpressive—inexpressible. 
May complain of the want of good breeding. 
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Touch. Truly, thou art damned; like an ill-roasted 
egg, all on one side. 

Cor. For not being at court? Your reason. 

Touch. Why, if thou never wast at court thou never 
saw’st good manners ;* if thou never saw’st good man- 
ners then thy manners must be wicked; and wicked- 
ness is sin, and sin is damnation: Thou art in a parlous > 
oe har ae 

. Not a whit, Touchstone: those that are good 
rete at the court are as ridiculous in the country, 
as the behaviour of the country is most mockable at the 
court, You told me, you salute not at the court, but 
you kiss your hands; that courtesy would be uncleanly, 
if courtiers were shepherds. 

Touch. Instance, briefly ; come, instance. 

Cor. Why, we are still handling our ewes; and their 
fells, you know, are greasy. 

Touch. Why, do not your courtier’s hard sweat ? 
and is not the grease of a mutton as wholesome as the 
sweat of a man? Shallow, shallow: A better instance, 
I say; come. 

Cor. Besides, our hands are hard. 

Touch. Your lips will feel them the sooner. Shallow, 
again : A more sounder instance, come, 

Cor, And they are often tarred over with the surgery 
of our sheep ; ; And would you have us kiss tar? The 
courtier’s hands are perfumed with civet. 

Touch. Most shallow man! Thou worms’-meat, in 
respect of a good piece of flesh: Indeed! Learn of the 
wise, and perpend: Civet is of a baser birth than tar; 
the very uncleanly flux of a cat. Mend the instance, 
shepherd. 

Cor. You have too courtly a wit for me; I ’ll rest. 

Touch. Wilt thou rest damned? God help thee, 
shallow man! God make incision in thee! thou art raw, 


® Manners is here used in the sense of morals. 
> Parluus—perilous. 
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Cor. Sir, Tam a true labourer; I earn that I eat, get 
that I wear; owe no man hate, envy no man’s happi- 
ness; glad of other men’s good, content with my harm :# 
and the greatest of my pride is, to see my ewes graze and 
my lambs suck. 

Touch. That is another simple sin in you; to bring 
the ewes and the rams together, and to offer to get your 
living by the copulation of cattle: to be bawd to a 
bell-wether ; and to betray a she-lamb of a twelvemonth, 
to a crooked-pated, old, cuckoldly ram, out of all rea- 
sonable match. If thou be’st not damned for this, the 
devil himself will have no shepherds ; I cannot see else 
how thou shouldst ‘scape. 

Cor. Here comes young master Ganymede, my new 
mistress’ brother. 


Enter Rosa.inp, reading a paper, 


Ros. «* From the east to western Ind, 
No jewel is like Rosalind. 
Her worth, being mounted on the wind, 
Through all the world bears Rusalind. 
All the pictures, fairest lin’d,> 
Are but black to Rosalind. 
Let no face be kept in mind, 
But the fair® of Rosalind.” 


Touch. 1°11 rhyme you 80, eight years together; din- 
ners, and suppers, and sleeping hours excepted: it is 
the right butter-woman’s rank to market.4 

Ros. Out, fool! 

Touch. For a taste: 

If a hart do lack a hind, 
Let him seek out Rosalind. 


It the cat will after kind, 
So, be sure, will Rosalind. 


a Resigned to any evil. v Jin’d—delineated. 

© Fair—bdeauty,. 

d Shakspere, probably, had in mind the pack-horse roads, 
where one traveller must follow another in single rank. 
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Wintred-garments must be lin’d, 

So muat slender Rosalind. 

They that reap must sheaf and bind; 
Then to cart with Rosalind. 
Sweetest nut hath sourest rind, 

Such a nit is Rosaliypd. 

He that sweetest rose will find, 

Must find love’s prick and Rosalind. 


This is the very false gallop of verses: Why do you 
infect yourself with them ? 

Ros. Peace, you dull fool; I found them on a tree. 

Touch. Truly, the tree yields bad fruit. 

Ros. I'l) graff it with yon, and then I shall graff it 
with a medlar: then it will be the earliest fruit in the 
country : for you ‘l] be rotten ere you be half ripe, and 
that ‘s the right virtue of the medlar. 

Touch. You have said; but whether wisely or no, let 
the forest judge. . 


Enter Ceuta, reading a paper. 


Ros. Peace! 
Here comes my sister, reading; stand aside. 


Cel. —“ Why should this desert be ?® 
For it is unpeopled? No: 
Tougues I'l] hang on every tree, 
That shall civil sayings show. 
Some, how brief the life of man 
Runs his erring > pi'grimage ; 
That the stretching of a span 
Buckles in his sum of age. 
Some, of violated vows 
’Twixt the souls of friend and friend : 
But upon the fairest boughs, 
Or at every sentence’ end, 
Will I Rosalinda write; 
Teaching all that read, to know 
The quintessence of every sprite 
Heaven would in little * show. 


* Desert is here an adjective opposed to civil. 
® Erring—waudering. ¢ In itttle—in miniature. 
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Therefore Heaven nature chaig’d 
That one body should be fill’d 
With all graces wide enlarg'd: 
Nature presently distill’d 
Helen’s cheek, but not her heart; 
Cleopatra’s majesty ; 
Atalanta’s better part; 
Sad Lucretia’s modesty. 
Thus Rosalind of many parts 
By heavenly synod was devis'd; 
Of many faces, eyes, and hearts, 
To have the touches ® dearest priz’d. 
Heaven would that she these gifts should have, 
And I to live and die her slave.” 


Ros. O most gentle Jupiter! what tedious homily of 
Jove have you wearied your parishioners withal, and 
never cried, “ Have patience, good people!” 

Cel, How now! back, friends ;—Shepherd, go off a 
little: go with him, sirrah, 

Touch. Come, shepherd, let us make an honourable 
retreat; though not with bag and baggage, yet with 
scrip and scrippage. {[ Exeunt Cor. and Toucu. 

Cel. Didst thou hear these verses ? 

Ros. O, yes, I heard them all, and more too; for 
some of them had in them more feet than the verses 
would bear. 

Cel. That ’s no matter; the feet might bear the 
verses. 

Ros. Ay, but the feet were lame, and could not bear 
themselves without the verse, and therefore stood lamely 
in the verse. 

Cel. But didst thou hear, without wondering how the 
name should be hanged and carved upon these trees ? 

Ros. I was seven of the nine days out of the wonder 
before you came; for look here what I found on a palm- 
tree: I was never so be-rhymed since Pythagoras’ time, 
that I was an Irish rat, which 1 can hardly remember. 

Cel, Trow you who hath done this? 


® Touches—traits. 
VoL. Ot P 
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Ros. Is it a man? 

Cel. And a chain, that you once wore, about his 
neck: Change you colour? 

Ros. I prithee, who ? 

Cel. O Lord, Lord! it ig a hard matter for friends te 
meet ; but mountains may be removed with earthquakes, 
and so encounter. 

Ros, Nay, but who is it? 

Cel. Is it possible ? 

Ros. Nay, I pray thee now, with most petitionary 
vehemence, tell me who it is. 

Cel. O wonderful, wonderful, and most wonderful 
wonderful, and yet again wonderful, and after that out 
of all whooping.* 

Ros. Good my complexion!» dost thou think, though 
I am caparisoned like a man, I have a doublet and 
hose in my disposition? ne inch of delay more is a 
South-sea of discovery.° I prithee, tell me, who is it? 
quickly, and speak apace. I would thou couldst stam- 
mer, that thou mightst pour this concealed man out of thy 
mouth, as wine comes out of a narrow-mouthed bottle; 
either too much at once, or none at all. I prithee take 
the cork out of thy mouth, that I may drink thy tidings. 

Cel. So you may put a man in your belly. 

Ros. Is he of God’s making? What manner of man ? 
Is his head worth a hat, or his chin worth a beard ? 

Cel. Nay, he hath but a little beard. 

Ros. Why, God will send more, if the man will be 
thankful: let me stay the growth of his beard, if thou 
delay me not the knowledge of his chin. 

Cel. It is young Orlando; that tripped up the wrest- 
ler’s heels, and your heart, both in an instant. 

® There is an old proverbial phrase, out of cry, meaning, 
peyoud all measure. 
A little unmeaning exclamatory address to her beauty, in 
the nature of a small oath. 
¢ My curiosity can endure no longer. If you perplex me any 
farther I have a space for conjecture as wide as the South-sea, 
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Ros. Nay, but the devil take mocking; speak sad 
brow, and true maid.® 

Cel. I’ faith, coz, "t is he. 

Ros. Orlando ? 

Cel. Orlando. 

Ros. Alas the day ! what shall I do with my doublet 
and hose ?—W hat did he when thou saw’st him? What 
said he? How looked he? Wherein went he?» What 
makes he here? Did he ask for me? Where remains 
he? How parted he with thee? and when shalt thou 
see him again? Answer me in one word. 

Cel. You must borrow me Gargantua’s mouth? first : 
*t is a word too great for any mouth of this age’s size: 
To say ay, and no, to these particulars, is more than to 
answer in a catechism. 

Ros. But doth he know that I am in this forest and 
in man’s apparel? Looks he as freshly as he did the 
day he wrestled ? 

Cel. It is as easy to count. atomies, as to resolve the 
ropositions of a lover: but take a taste of my finding 
im, and relish it with a good observance. I found him 

under a tree, like a dropped acorn. 

Ros. It may well be called Jove’s tree, when it drops 
forth such fruit. 

Cel. Give me audience, good madam. 

Ros. Proceed. 

Cel. There lay he, stretched along, like a wounded 
knight. 

Ros. Though it be pity to see such a@ sight, it well 
becomes the ground. 

Cel. Cry, holla! tothe tongue, I prithee; it curvets 
unseasonably. He was furnished like a hunter. 

Ros. O ominous! he comes to kill my hart! 


® Speak with a serious countenance, and as a true maid. 

» Wherein went he f—in what dress did he go? 

® Gargantua’s mouth—the mouth of the giant of Rabelais, 
who swallowed five pilgrims in a salad. 
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Cel. I would sing my song without a burthen: thou 
bring’st me out of tune. 3 

Ros. Do you not know Iam a woman? when I think 
I must speak. Sweet, say on. 


Enter Ornuanno and JaQquEs. 


Cel. You bring me out :*—Soft! comes he not here? 

Ros. "T is he; slink by, and note him. 

[Cr. and Ros. retire. 

Jag. I thank you for your company ; but, good faith, 
I had as lief have been myself alone. 

Ori. And so had I ; but yet, for fashion sake, I thank 
you too for your society. 

Jag. God be with you; let ‘s meet as little as we can. 

Ori. I do desire we may be better strangers. 

Jag. I pray you, mar no more trees with writing 
love-songs in their barks. 

Orl. I pray you, mar no more of my verses with 
reading them ill-favouredly. 

Jag. Rosalind is your love’s name? 

Orl, Yes, just. 

Jag. I do not like her name. 

Orl. There was no thought of pleasing you when she 
was christened. 

Jag. What stature is she of ? 

Ort, Just as high as my heart. 

Jag. You are full of pretty answers: Have you not 
been acquainted with goldsmiths’ wives, and conned 
them out of rings ? 

Orl. Not so; but I answer you right painted cloth, 
from whence you have studied your questions. 

Jag. You have a nimble wit; I think it was made 
of Atalanta’s heels. Will you sit down with me? and 
we two will rail against our mistress the world, and all. 
our misery. 


® Bring me output me out. 
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Orl. I will chide no breather in the world but my- 
self; against whom I know most faults. 

Jaq. The worst fault you have, is to be in love. 

Orl. ’T isa fault I will not change for your best 
virtue. I am weary of you. 

Jaq. By my troth, I was seeking for a fool when I 
found you. 

Orl. He is drowned in the brook ; look but in, and 
you shall see him. 

Jag. There shall I see mine own figure. 

Orl. Which I take to be either a fool or a cipher. 

Jag. I'll tarry no longer with you: farewell, good 
signior Love. 

Orl. I am glad of your departure ; adieu, good mon- 
. sieur Melancholy. 

vate JaQ.—Cen. and Ros. come forward. 

Ros. I will speak to him like a saucy lacquey, and 
under that habit play the knave with him.—Do you 
hear, forester ? 

Orl. Very well; What would you ? 

Ros. I pray you, what is ’t a clock ? 

Orl. You should ask me what time o’ day; there ’s 
no clock in the forest. 

Ros. Then there is no true lover in the forest; else 
sighing every minute, and groaning every hour, would 
detect the lazy foot of time as well as a clock. 

Ori. And why not the swift foot of time? had not 
that been as proper ? 

Ros. By no means, sir: Time travels in divers paces 
with divers persons: I ‘Il tell you who Time ambles 
withal, who Time trots withal, who Time gallops withal, 
and who he stands still withal. 

Orl. I prithee, who doth he trot withal ? . 

Ros. Marry, he trots hard with a young maid, be- 
tween the contract of her marriage and the day it is 
solemnized : if the interim be but a se’nnight, Time's 
pace is ao hard that it seems the length of seven year. 
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Orl. Who ambles Time withal ? 

Ros. With a priest that lacks Latin, and a rich man 
that hath not the gout: for the one sleeps easily, because 
he cannot study; and the other lives merrily, because 
he feels no pain: the one lacking the burthen of lean 
and wasteful learning; the other knowing no burthen 
of heavy tedious penury : These Time ambles withal. 

Orl. Who doth he gallop withal ? 

Ros. With a thief to the gallows: for though he go 
as softly as foot can fall, he thinks himself too soon 
there. 

Orl. Who stays it stil] withal ? 

Ros. With lawyers in the vacation : for they sleep be- 
tween term and term, and then they perceive not how 
time moves. 

Ort. Where dwell you, pretty youth ? 

Ros. With this shepherdess, my sister; here, in the 
skirts of the forest, like fringe upon a petticoat. 

Ori. Are you native of this place ? 

Ros. As the coney, that you see dwell where she is 
kindled. 

Orl. Your accent is something finer than you could 
purchase in so removed * a dwelling. 

Ros. 1 have been told so of many: but, indeed, an 
old religious uncle of mine taught me to speak, who 
was in his youth an inland man; one that knew court- 
ship too well, for there he fell in love. I have heard 
him read many lectures against it; and I thank God I 
am not a woman, to be touched with se many giddy 
offences as he hath generally taxed their whole sex 
withal. 

Orl. Can you remember any of the principal evils 
that he laid to the charge of women? 

Ros. There were none principal; they were all like 
one another, as halfpence are: every one fault seeming 
monstrous, till its fellow fault came to match it. 

* Removed—remote, 
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Ort. I prithee recount some of them. | 

Ros. No; I will not cast away my physic but on 
those that are sick. There is a man haunts the forest 
that abuses our young plants with carving Rosalind on 
their barks; hangs odes upon hawthorns, and elegies on 
brambles; all, forsooth, deifying the name of Rosalind: 
if I could meet that fancy-monger, I would give him 
some good counsel, for he seems to have the quotidian 
of love upon him. 

Ori. I am he that is so love-shaked ; I pray you, tell 
me your remedy. 

Ros. There is none of my uncle’s marks upon you: 
he taught me how to know a man in love; in which 
cage of rushes, I am sure, you are not prisoner. 

Orl. What were his marks ? 

Ros. A lean cheek; which you have not: a blue 
eye, and sunken; which you have not: an unquestion- 
able® spirit; which you have not: a beard neglected ; 
which you have not: (but I parion you for that; for, 
simply, your having in beard © is a younger brother's 
revenue :) Then yvur hose should be ungartered, your 
bonnet unbanded, your sleeve unbuttoned, your shoe 
untied, and everything about you demonstrating a care- 
less desolation. But you are no sucli man; you are ra- 
ther point-device® in your accoutrements; as loving 
yourself, than seeming the lover of any other. 

Ase Fair youth, I would I could make thee believe 
I love. 

Ros. Me believe it? you may as soon make her that 
you love believe it; which, I warrant, she is apter to do 
than to confess she does: that is one of the points in the 
which women still give the lie to their consciences. But, 


Bi Unquestionable—not to be questioned, not to be conversed 
with. 

b Having ia beard—your possession in beard; Aaving is a sub- 
etantive. 

¢ Point-device—minutely exact. 
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in good sooth, are you he that hangs the verses on the 
trees, wherein Rosalind is so admired ? 

Orl. I swear to thee, youth, by the white hand of Ro- 
salind, I am that he, that unfortunate he. 
~ Ros. But are you so much in love ag your rhymes 
speak ¢ 

Orl. Neither rhyme nor reason can express how much. 

Ros. Love is merely a madness; and, I tell you, de- 
serves as well a dark house and a whip as madmen do: 
and the reason why they are not so punished and cured 
is, that the lunacy is so ordinary that the whippers are 
in love too: Yet 1 profess curing it by counsel. 

Orl. Did you ever cure any so ? 

Ros. Yes, one; and in this manner. He was to 
imagine me his love, his mistress; and I set him every 
day to woo me: At which time would I, being but a 
moonish youth, grieve, be effeminate, changeable, long- 
ing, and liking; proud, fantastical, apish, shallow, in- 
constant, full of tears, full of smiles; for every passion 
something, and for no passion truly anything, as boys 
and women are for the most part cattle of this colour: 
would now like him, now loathe him; then entertain 
him, then forswear him; now weep for him, then spit at 
him; that I drave my suitor from his mad humour of 
love, to a living® humour of madness; which was, to 
forswear the full stream of the world, and to live in a 
nook merely monastic: And thus I cured him; and 
this way will I take upon me to wash your liver as 
clean as a sound sheep's heart, that there shall not be 
one spot of love in ’t. 

Orl. I would not be cured, youth. 

Ros. I would cure you, if you would but call me Ro- 
salind, and come every day to my cote, and woo me. 

Orl. Now, by the faith of my love, I will: tell me 
where it is. 

Ros. Go with me to it, and I ‘ll show it you: and, by 

® Living—actual, positive. 
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fhe way, you shall tell me where in the forest you live: 
Will you go? 

Orl. With all my heart, good youth. 

Ros. Nay, you must call me Rosalind :—Come, 
sister, will you go? [ Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Toucustone and AupREY; JAQUES ata 
distance, observing them. 


Touch. Come apace, good Audrey; I will fetch up 
your goats, Audrey : And how, Audrey ? am I the man 
yet? Doth my simple feature content you? 

Aud. Your features! Lord warrant us! what fea- 
tures ? : 

Touch. I am here with thee and thy goats, as the 
most capricious poet, honest Ovid, was among the Goths. 

Jag. O knowledge ill-inhabited!* worse than Jove 
in a thatched house ! [ Aside. 

Touch. When a man’s verses cannot be understood, 
nor a man’s good wit seconded with the forward child, 
understanding, it strikes a man more dead than a great 
reckoning in a little room: Truly, I would the gods 
had made thee poetical. 

Aud. I do not know what poetical is: is it honest in 
deed and word ? Is it a true thing ? 

Touch. No, truly ; for the truest poetry is the most 
feigning; and lovers are given to poetry; and what 
eg swear in poetry, may be said, as lovers, they do 

eign. 

Aud. Do you wish, then, that the gods had made me 
poetical ? 

Touch. I do, truly: for thou swear’st to me thou art 
honest; now, if thou wert a poet I might have some 
hope thou didst feign. 

Aud. Would you not have me honest ? 


® Til-inhabited—ill-lodged. 
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Touch. No, truly, unless thou wert hard-favoured : 
for honesty coupled to beauty, is to have honey a sauce 
to sugar. 

Jag. A material fool! * [ Aside. 

Aud. Well, I am not fair; and therefore I pray the 
gods make me honest! 

Touch. Truly, and to cast away honesty upon a foul 
slut were to put good meat into an unclean dish. 

Aud. lamnota slut, though I thank the gods I am foul.® 

Touch. Well, praised be the gods for thy foulness ! 
sluttisliness may come hereafter. But be it as it may 
be, I will marry thee: and to that end, I have been 
with sir Oliver Mar-text, the vicar of the next village; 
who hath promised to meet me in this place of the forest, 
and to couple us. 

Jag. I would fain see this meeting. [ Aside. 

Aud. Well, the gods give us joy ! 

Touch. Amen. A man may, if he were of a fearful 
heart, stagger in this attempt; for here we have no tem- 
ple but the wood, no assembly but horn-beasts, But 
what though? Courage! As horns are odious, they are 
necessary. It is said, Many a man knows no end of his 
goods: right; many a man has good horns, and knows 
no end of them. Well, that is the dowry of his wife; 
"t is none of his own getting. Horns? Even so: Poor 
men alone? No, no; the noblest deer hath them as 
huge as the rascal.° Is the single man therefore blessed ? 
No: as a walled town is more worthier than a village, 
so is the forehead of a married man more honourable than 
the bare brow of a bachelor: and by how much de 
fence 4 is better than no skill, by so much is a horn more 
precious than to want. 

® A fool with matter in him. 
> Foul is here used in the sense of homely—opposed to fatr. 
© Rascal is the hunter's term given to deer lean and out of 


eeason. 
@ Any means of defence is better than the lack of science; in 


proportion as something is to nothing. 
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Enter Sir Oriver Mar-tText. 


Here comes sir Oliver :—Sir Oliver Mar-text, you are 
well met: Will you despatch us here under this tree, 
or shail we go with you to your chapel ? 

Sir Oli. Is there none here to give the woman ? 

Touch. I will not take her on gift of any man. 

Sir Oli. Truly she must be given, or the marriage is 
not lawful. 

Jaq. [discovering himself.| Proceed, proceed ; I ‘Il 
give her. 

Touch. Good even, good master “ What ye call ’t :” 
How do you, sir? You are very well met: God ‘ild 
you® for your last company: I am very glad to see 
you :—Even a toy in hand here, sir:—Nay; pray be 
covered. 

Jaq. Will you be married, motley ? 

Touch. As the ox hath his bow, sir, the horse his 
curb, and the falcon her bells, 80 man hath his desires ; 
and as pigeons bill, so wedlock would be nibbling. 

Jag. And will you, being a man of your breeding, 
be married under a bush, like a beggar? Get you to 
church, and have a good priest that can tell you what 
marriage is: this fellow will but join you together as 
they join wainscot; then one of you will prove a shrunk 
panel, and, like green timber, warp, warp. 

Touch. I am not in the mind but I were better to be 
married of him than of another: for he is not like to 
marry me well; and not being well married, it will 
_be a good excuse for me hereafter to leave my wife. 

[ Asie. 

Jag. Go thou with me, and let me counsel thee, 

Touch. Come, sweet Audrey : 

We must be married, or we must live in bawdry. 
Farewell, good master Oliver ! 


* God yield you—give you recompense, 
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Not O sweet Oliver, 
© brave Oliver, 
Leave me not behind thee: 
But wind away, 
Iegone I say, 
I will not to wedding with thee. 
[Exeunt Jag., Toucn., and Aun. 
Sir Oli. "T is no matter; ne’er a fantastical knave 
of them all shall flout me out of my calling.  ([Ewit. 


SCENE IV.—The same. Before a Cottage. 


Enter Rosauinn and Cena. 


Ros. Never talk to me, I will weep. 

Cel. Do, I prithee; but yet have the grace to consi- 
der that tears ic not become a man. 

Ros. But have I not cause to weep ? 

Cel. As good cause as one would desire; therefore 
weep. ' 

Ros. His very hair is of the dissembling colour. 

Cel. Something browner than Judas’s: marry, his 
kisses are Judas’s own children, 

Ros. V faith, his hair is of a good colour. 

Cel. An excellent colour: your chesnut was ever the 
only colour. 

Ros. And his kissing is as full of sanctity as the 
touch of holy bread. 

Cel. He hath bought a pair of cast lips of Diana: a 
nun ‘of winter's sisterhood kisses not more religiously ; 
the very ice of chastity is in them. 

Ros. But why did he swear he would come this 
morning, and comes not ? 

Cel. Nay, certainly, there is no truth in him. 

Ros. Do you think so ? 

Cel. Yes; I think he is not a pick-purse, nor a 
horse-stealer ; but for his verity in love, I do think him 
as concave ag a covered goblet,” or a worm-eaten nut. 


* The goblet is covered when it is empty; when full to be 
drunk out of, the cover is removed. 
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Ros. Not true in love? 

Cel. Yes, when he is in; but, I think he is not in. 

Ros. You have heard him swear downright he was. 

Cel. Was is not is: besides, the oath of a lover is no 
stronger than the word of a tapster; they are both the 
confirmer of false reckonings : He attends here in the 
forest on the duke your father. 

Ros. I met the duke yesterday, and had much ques- 
tion 2 with him: He asked me, of what parentage I 
was; I told him, of as good as he; so he laughed, and 
let me go. But what talk we of fathers, when there ’s 
such a man as Orlando? 

Cel. O, that ’s a brave man! he writes brave verses, 
speaks brave words, swears brave oaths, and breaks 
them bravely, quite traverse, athwart the heart of his 
lover; as a puny tilter, that spurs his horse but on one 
side, breaks his staff like a noble goose : but all ’s brave 
at youth mounts, and folly guides :—Who comes 

ere? 


Enter Corin. 


Cor. Mistress, and master, you have oft inquir’d 
After the shepherd that complain’d of love; 
Who you saw sitting by me on the turf, 
Praising the proud disdainful shepherdess 
That was his mistress. 
Cel. Well, and what of him ? 
Cor. If you will see a pageant truly play’d, 
Between the pale complexion of true love 
And the red glow of scorn and proud disdain, 
Go hence a little, and I shall conduct you, 
If you will mark it. 
Ros. O, come, let us remove ; 
The sight of lovers feedeth those in love; 
Bring us to this sight, and you shall say 
I ‘ll prove a busy actor in their play. [Exeunt 


® Question—discourse. 
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SCENE V.—Another part of the Forest. 


Enter Siivius and Puxse. 
Sil. Sweet Phebe, do not scorn me; do not, Phebe: 
Say, that you love me not; but say not so 
In bitterness : The common executioner, 
Whose heart the accustom’d sight of death makes hard, 
Falls not the axe upon the humbled neck, 
But first begs pardon; Will you sterner he 
Than he that dies and lives by bloody drops ? 


Enter Rosauinp, Cxeiia, and Corin, at a distance, 

Phe. I would not be thy executioner ; 
I fly thee, for I would not injure thee. 
Thou tell’st me, there is murther in mine eye; 
‘T is pretty, sure, and very probable, 
That eyes, that are the frail’st and softest things, 
Who shut their coward gates on atomies, -- 
Should be call’d tyrants, butchers, murtherers! 
Now I do frown on thee with all my heart; 
And, if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill thee; 
Now counterfeit to swoon; why, now fall down; 
Or, if thou canst not, O, for shame, for shame, 
Lie not, to say mine eyes are murtherers. 
Now show the wound mine eye hath made in thee: 
Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains 
Some scar of it; lean upon a rush, 
The cicatrice and capable * impressure, 
Thy palm some moment keeps: but now mine eyes, 
Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee not; 
Nor, I am sure, there is no force in eyes 
That. can do hurt. 

Sil. O dear Phebe, 
If ever (as that ever may be near) 
You meet in some fresh cheek the power of fancy, 
Then shall you know the wounds invisible 
That love’s keen arrows make. 

® Capable—able to receive. 
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Phe. But, till that time, 
Come not thou near me: and, when that time comes, 
Aiflict me with thy mocks, pity me not; 

As, till that time, I shall not pity thee. 

Ros. And why, I pray you? [Advancing.) Who 

might be your mother ? 

That you insult, exult, and all at once, 

Over the wretched? What though you have no 
beauty, 

(As, by my faith, I see no more in you 

Than without candle may go dark to bed 

Must you be therefore proud and pitiless ? 

Why, what means this? Why do you look on me? 

I see no more in you than in the ordinary 

Of nature’s sale-work :—Od’s my little life! 

I think she means to tangle my eyes too :— 

No, ‘faith, proud mistress, hope not after it; 

"T is not your inky brows, your black silk hair, 

Your bugle eyeballs, nor your cheek of cream, 

That can entame my spirits to your worship. 

You foolish shepherd, wherefore do you follow her, 

Like foggy south, puffing with wind and rain? 

You are a thousand times a properer man, 

Than she a woman: "T is such fools as you 

That make the world full of ill-favour'’d children : 

T is not her glass, but you, that flatters her ; 

And out of you she sees herself more proper 

Than any of her lineaments can show her. 

But, mistress, know yourself; down on your knees, 
And thank Heaven, fasting, for a good man’s love: 
For I must tell you friendly in your ear, 

Sell when you can; you are not for all markets; 
Cry the man mercy; love him; take his offer ; 
Foul is most foul, being foul to be a scoffer. 

So, take lier to thee, shepherd; fare you well. 

Phe. Sweet youth, I pray you chide a year together; 
T had rather hear you chide than this man woo. 
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Ros. He’s fallen in love with your foulness, and 
she ‘ll fall in love with my anger: If it be so, as fast 
as she answers thee with frowning looks, I "l] sauce her 
with bitter words.—Why Jook you so upon me ? 

Phe. For no ill will I bear you. 

Ros. 1 pray you, do not fall in love with me, 

For I am falser than vows made in wine; 

Besides, I like you not: If you will know my house 
"T is at the tuft of olives, here hard by :— 

Will you go, sister? Shepherd, ply her hard ; 

Come, sister: Shepherdess, look on him better, 

And be not proud: though all the world could see, 
None could be so abus’d in sight as he. 

Come, to our flock. [| Exeunt Ros., Cen, and Cor. 

Phe. Dead shepherd ! now I find thy saw of might ; 
“ Who ever lov’d, that lov’d not at first sight ? ” 

Sil. Sweet Phebe,— : 

Phe. Ha! what say’st thou, Silvius ? 

Sil. Sweet Phebe, pity me. 

Phe. Why, I am sorry for,thee, gentle Silvius. 

Sil. Wherever sorrow is, relief would be; 

If vou do sorrow at my grief in love, 
By giving love, your sorrow and my grief 
Were both extermin’d. 

Phe. Thou hast my love; Is not that neigh- 

bourly ? 

Sil. I would have you. 

Phe. Why, that were covetousness. 
Silvius, the time was that I hated thee ; 

And yet it is not that I bear thee love : 

But since that thou canst talk of love so well, 

Thy company, which erst was irksome to me, 

I will endure; and I ‘ll employ thee too: 

But do not look for further recompense 

Than thine own gladness that thou art employ’d. 
St. So holy and so perfect is my love, 

And I in such a poverty of grace, 


Lo) 
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That I shall think it a most plenteous crop 
To glean the broken ears after the man 
That the main harvest reaps: loose now and then 
A scatter'd smile, and that I “Il live upon. 
Phe. Know’st thou the youth that spoke to me 
erewhile ? 
Sil. Not very well, but I have met him oft; 
And he hath bought the cottage, and the bounds, 
That the old carlot * once was master of. 
Phe. Think not I love him, though I ask for him ; 
"T is but a peevish boy :—yet he talks well ;— 
But what care I for words? yet words do well, 
When he that speaks them pleases those that hear. 
It is a pretty youth :—not very pretty :— 
But, sure, he’s proud; and yet his pride becomes 
him : 
He ‘ll make a proper man: The best thing in him 
Is his complexion ; and faster than Ins tongue 
Did make offence, his eye did heal it up. 
He is not very tall; yet for his years he’s tall: 
His Jeg is but so 80; and yet ’t is well: 
There was a pretty redness in his lip; 
A little riper and more lusty red 
Than that mix’d in his cheek; "t was just the differ- 
ence 
Betwixt the constant red, and mingled damask. 
There be some women, Silvius, had they mark’d him 
In parcels as I did, would have gone near 
To fall in love with him: but, for my part, 
I love him not, nor hate him not; and yet 
Have more cause to hate him than to love him: 
For what had he to do to chide at me ? 
He said, mine eyes were black, and my hair black ; 
And now I am remember’d, scorn'd at me: 
I marvel why I answer'd not again : 


Carlot—churl or peasaut. 
VOL. Ill. Q 
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But that ’s all one: omittance is no quittance. 
I *ll write to him a very taunting letter, 
And thou shalt bear it; Wilt thou, Silvius ? 
Sil. Phebe, with all my heart. 
Phe. I "ll write it straight : 
The matter ’s in my head, and in my heart: 
I will be bitter with him, and passing short : 
Go with me, Silvius. [Exeunt. 
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ACT IV. 
SCENE I.—TZhe same. 


Enter Rosauinp, Ceuta, and Jaques. 


Jaq. I prithee, pretty youth, let me be better ac 
quainted with thee. 

Ros. They say you are a melancholy fellow. 

Jag. I am so: I do love it better than laughing. 

Ros. Those that are in extremity of either are abo- 
minable fellows; and betray themselves to every modern 
censure, worse than drunkards, 

Jaq. Why, ’t is good to be sad and say nothing. 

Ros. Why, then, ’t is good to be a post. 

Jag. I have neither the scholar’s melancholy, which 
is emulation; nor the musician’s, which is fantastical ; 
nor the courtier’s, which is proud; nor the soldier's, 
which is ambitious; nor the lawyer's, which is politic; 
nor the lady's, which is nice;® nor the lover's, which is 
all these: but it is a melancholy of mine own, com- 
pounded of many simples, extracted from many objects, 
and, indeed, the sundry contemplation of my travels, 
in which my often rumination wraps me in a most hu- 
morous sadness. 

Ros. A traveller! By my faith, you have great rea- 
son to be sad: I fear, you have sold your own lands, to 
see other men’s; then, to have seen much, and to hare 
nothing, is to have rich eyes and poor hands. 

Jag. Yes, I have gained my experience. ° 

Enter ORLANDO. 

Ros. And your experience makes you sad: I had 
rather have a fool to make me merry, than experience 
to make me sad; and to travel for it too. 

® Nice—affected. 
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Orl. Good day, and happiness, dear Rosalind ! 

Jag. Nay, then, God be wi’ you, an you talk in blank 
verse, [ Exit. 

Ros. Farewell, monsieur traveller: Look you lisp 
and wear strange suits; disable® all the benefits of your 
own country; be out of love with your nativity, and 
almost chide God for making you that countenance you 
are; or I will scarce think you have swam in a gon- 
dola.—Why, how now, Orlando! where have you been 
all this while? You a lover?—An you serve me such 
another trick, never come in my sight more. 

Orl. My fair Rosalind, I come within an hour of my 
promise. 

Ros. Break an hour's promise in love? He that will 
divide a minute into a thousand parts, and break but a 
vart of the thousandth part of a minute in the affairs of 
te e, it may be said of him that Cupid hath clapped 
him o’ the shoulder, but 1°]] warrant him Heurtevilicle: 

Ori. Pardon me, dear Rosalind. 

Ros. Nay, an you be so tardy, come no more in my 
sight; I had as lief be wooed of a snail. 

Orl. Of a snail ? 

Ros. Ay, of a snail; for though he comes slowly, he 
carries his house on his head; a better jointure, I think, 
than you make a woman: Besides, he brings his destiny 
with him. 

Orl. What's that ? 

Ros. Why, horns; which such as you are fain to be 
beholden to your wives for: but he comes armed in his 
fortune, and prevents the slander of his wife. 

Orl, Virtue is no horn-maker; and my Rosalind is 
virtuous. 

Ros. And Iam your Rosalind, 

Cel. It pleases him to call you so; but he hath a 
Rosalind of a better Jeer> than you. 

Ros. Come, woo me, woo me; for now I am in a 

® Disable—detract from. b Leer—feature. 
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holiday humour, and like enough to consent :—Whiat 
would you say to me now, an I were your very very 
Rosalind ? 

Orl. I would kiss before T spoke. 

Jtos. Nay, you were better speak first; and when you 
were gravelled for lack of matter, you might take occa- 
sion to kiss. Very good orators, when they are out, 
they will spit; and for lovers, lacking (God warn us!) 
matter, the cleanliest shift is to kiss. 

Orl. Wow if the kiss be denied ? 

Ros, Then she puts you to entreaty, and there begins 
new matter. 

Orl. Who could be out, being before his beloved 
mistress ? 

Ros. Marry, that should you, if I were your mis- 
tress; or I should think my honesty ranker than my wit. 

Orl. What, of my suit? 

Ros, Not ont of your apparel, and yet out of your 
suit. Am not I vour Rosalind ? 

Orl. I take some joy to say you are, because I would 
be talking of her. 

Ros. Well, in her person, I say—I will not have 
you. 

Orl. Then, in mine own person, I die. 

Ros. No, faith, die by attorney. The poor world is 
almost six thousand years old, and in all this time there 
was not any man died in his own person, videlicet, in a 
love-cause. Troilus had his brains dashed out with a 
Grecian club: yet he did what he could to die before; 
and he is one of the patterns of love. Leander, he 
would have lived many a fair year, though Hero had 
turned nun, if it had not been for a hot midsummer 
night: for, good youth, he went but forth to wash him 
in the Hellespont, and, being taken with the cramp, was 
drowned; and the foolish chroniclers® of that age found 
it was—Hero of Sestos. But these are all lies; mer 

* We must accept chroniclers in the sense of coroners. 
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have died from time to time, and worms have eaten 
them, but not for love. 

Ori. 1 would not have my right Rosalind of this 
mind; for, I protest, her frown might kill me. . 

Ros. By this hand, it will not kill a fy: But, come, 
now I will be your Rosalind in a more coming-on dis- 
position; and ask me what you will, I will grant it. 

Ori, Then love me, Rosalind. 

Ros. Yes, faith will I, Fridays, and Saturdays, and all. 

Orl. And wilt thou have me? 

Ros. Ay, and twenty such. 

Ori. What say’st thou ? 

tos. Are you not good ? 

Orl. 1 hope so. 

Ros. Why, then, can one desire too much of a good 
thing ?—Come, sister, yon shall be the priest, and marry 
us.—Give me your hand, Orlando :—What do you say, 
sister ? 

Orl. Pray thee, marry us. 

Cel. I cannot say the words. 

Ros. You must begin,——“ Will you, Orlando,”— 

Cel. Go to: Will you, Orlando, have to wife this 
Rosalind ? 

Orl, I will. 

Ros. Ay, but when? 

Orl. Why, now; as fast as she can marry us. 

Ros. 'Then you nust say,—“‘I take thee, Rosalind, 
for wife.” 

Orl. I take thee, Rosalind, for wife. 

Ros. I might ask you for your commission; but,—I 
do take thee, Orlando, for my husband: There 's a girl 
goes before the priest: and, certainly, a woman's 
thought runs before her actions. 

Orl. So do all thoughts; they are winged. 

Ros. Now tell me, how long you would have her, 
after you have possessed her. 

Ori. For ever, and a day. 
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Ros. Say a day, without the ever: No, no, Orlando; 
men are April when they woo, December when they 
wed: maids are May when they are maids, but the sky 
changes when they are wives. I will be more jealous 
of thee than a Barbary cock-pigeon over his hen; more 
clamorous than a parrot against rain; morenew-fangled 
than an ape; more giddy in my desires than a monkey: 
T will weep for nothing, like Diana in the fountain, and 
I will do that when you are disposed to be merry; I 
will laugh like a hyen, and that when thou art inclined 
to sleep. 

Orl. But will my Rosalind do so ? 

Ros. By my life, she will do as I do. 

Ori. O, but she is wise. 

Ros. Or else she could not have the wit to do this: 
the wiser, the waywarder: Make the doors® upon a 
woman’s wit, and it will out at the casement; shut 
that, and ‘twill out at the key-hole; stop that, ’t will 
fly with the smoke out at the chimney. 

Orl, A man that had a wife with such a wit, he 
might say,—“ Wit, whither wilt ?” 

Ros. Nay, you might keep that check for it, till you 
met your wife’s wit going to your neighbour's bed. 

Orl, And what wit could wit have to excuse that ? 

Rios. Marry, to say—she came to seek you there. 
You shall never take her without her answer, unless you 
take her without her tongue. QO, that woman that can- 
not make her fault her husband’s occasion, let her never 
nurse her child herself, for she will breed it like a fool. 

Ori. For these two hours, Rosalind, I will leave thee. 

Ros. Alas, dear love, I cannot lack thee two hours. 

Orl. I must attend the duke at dinner, by two 
o’clock I will be with thee again. 

Ros. Ay, go your ways, go your ways ;—I knew what 
you would prove; my friends told me as much, and I 


® Make the doors—the language of the midland counties for 
making fast the doors. 
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thought no less:—that flattering tongue of yours won 
me :—’t is but one cast away, and so,_come, death._— 
Two o'clock is your hour ? 

Orl. Ay, sweet Rosalind. 

Ros. By my troth, and in good earnest, and so God 
mend me, and by all pretty oaths that are not dan- 
gerous, if you break one jot of your promise, or come 
one minute behind your hour, I will think you the most 
pathetical break-promise, and the most hollow lover, and 
the most unworthy of her you call Rosalind, that may 
be chosen out of the gross band of the unfaithful : there- 
fore beware my censure, and keep your promise. 

Orl. With no less religion than if thou wert indeed 
my Rosalind: So, adicu. 

Ros. Well, Time is the old justice that examines all 
such offenders, and let Time try: Adieu! [ait Ort. 

Cel, You have simply misused our sex in your love 
prate: we must have your doublet and hose plucked 
over your head, and show the world what the bird hath 
done to her own nest. . 

Ros. O coz, coz, coz, my pretty little coz, that thou 
didst know how many fathom deep I am in Jove! But 
it cannot be sounded; my affection hath an unknown 
bottom, like the bay of Portugal. 

Cel. Or rather, bottomless; that as fast as you pour 
affection in, it runs out. 

Ros. No, that same wicked bastard of Venus, that 
was begot of thought, conceived of spleen, and born of 
madness; that blind rascally boy, that abuses every 
one’s eyes, because his own are out, let him be judge 
how deep Iam in love:—I’]] tell thee, Aliena, I can- 
not be out of the sight of Orlando: I'll go find a sha- 
dow, and sigh till he come | 

Cel. And I'll sleep. [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE II.—Another part of the Forest. 


Enter Jaques and Lords, in the habit of Foresters. 


Jag. Which is he that killed the deer ? 

1 Lord. Sir, it was I. 

Jaq. Let ’s present hit to the duke, like a Roman 
conqueror; and it would do well to set the deer’s horns 
upon his head, for a branch of yictory :—Have you no 
song, forester, for this purpose ? 

2 Lord. Yes, sir. 

Jag. Sing it; ’t is no matter how it be in tune, so it 
make noise enough. 

SONG. 
1. What shall he have that kill’d the deer? 
2. His leather skin, and horns to wear, 


Take thou no scorn, to wear the horn 3 
It was a crest ere thou wast born. 


1. Thy father’s father wore it; 
2. And thy father bore it: 
All. The horn, the horn, the lusty horn, 
Is not a thing to laugh to scorn. [Ereunt. 


SCENE IIl.—TZhe Forest. 


Enter Rosauinp and Cauia. 


Ros. How say you now? Is it not past two o’clock ? 
and here much Orlando! ® 

Cel. I warrant you, with pure love, and troubled 
brain, he hath ta’en his bow and arrows, and is gone 
forth—to sleep: Look, who comes here. 


Enter SILvius. 
Si. My errand is to you, fair youth — 
My gentle Phebe did bid me give you this ; 
[ Giving a letter. 


® Much Orlando—ironically, a great deal of Orlando. 
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I know not the contents; but, as I guess, 
By the stern brow, and waspish action 
Which she did use as she was writing of it, 
It bears an angry tenor: pardon me, 
I am but as a guiltless messenger. 
Ztos. Patience herself would startle at this letter, 
And play the swaggerer ; bear this, bear all: 
She says, I am not fair; that I lack manners ; 
She calls me proud; and, that she could not love me 
Were man as rare as phoenix; Od ’s my will! 
Her love is not the hare that I do hunt. 
Why writes she so to me ?—Well, shepherd, well, 
This is a letter of your own device. 
Sil. No, 1 protest, I know not the contents ; 
Phebe did write it. 
Ros. Come, come, you are a fool, 
And turn’d into the extremity of love. 
I saw her hand: she has a leathern hand, 
A freestone-colour’d hand ; I verily did think 
That her old gloves were on, but *t was her hands ; 
She has a huswife's hand: but that ’s no matter : 
I say, shie never did invent this letter ; 
This is a man’s invention, and his hand. 
Sil. Sure, it is hers. 
Ros. Why, ’t is a boisterous and a cruel style, 
A style for challengers ; why, she defies me, 
Like Turk to Christian: woman’s gentle brain 
Could not drop forth such giant rude invention, 
Such Ethiop words, blacker in their effect 
Than in their countenance :—Will you hear the letter ? 
Sil. So please you, for I never heard it yet; 
Yet heard too much of Phebe’s cruelty. 
Ros. She Phebes me: Mark how the tyrant writes. 


** Art thou god to shepherd turn’d, [Reads 
That a maiden’s heart hath burn'd?”— 


Can a woman rail thus ? 
Si, Call you this railing ? 
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Ros. ‘“* Why, thy godhead laid apart, 
Warr’st thou with a woman’s heart?’ 


Did you ever hear such railing ? 


** Whiles the eye of man did woo me, 
That could do no vengeance * to me.—” 


Meaning me a beast.— 


* Ifthe scorn of your bright eyne 
Have power to raise such love in mine, 
Alack, in me what strange effect 
Would they work in mild aspect? 
Whiles you chid me, I did love; 
How then might your prayers move ? 
He that brings this love to thee 
Little knows this love in me: 

And by him seal up thy mind; 
Whether that thy youth and kind > 
Will the faithful offer take 

Of me, and all that I can make ;* 
Or else by him my love deny, 
And then I ’ll study how to die.” 


Sil. Call you this chiding ? 

Cel. Alas, poor shepherd ! 

Ros. Do you pity him? no, he deserves no pity.— 
Wilt thou love such a woman ?—W hat, to make thee 
an instrument, and play false strains upon thee! not to 
be endured !—Well, go your way to her, Sa I see, love 
hath made thee a tame snake,) and say this to her ;— 
That if she love me, I charge her to love thee: if she 
will not, I will never have her, unless thou entreat for 
her.—If you be a true lover, hence, and not a word ; 
for here comes more company. [Exit Sinvius, 


Enter OLiver. 


Oli. Good morrow, fair ones: Pray you, if you know 
Where, in the purlieus of this forest, stands 
A sheep-cote, fenc’d about with olive-trees ? 


a Vengeance—mischiet. > Kind—kindly affections. 
¢ Make—moke up. 
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Cel. West of this place, down in the neighbour 
bottom, 
The rank of osiers, by the murmuring stream, 
Left on your right hand,® brings you to the place: 
But at this hour the house doth keep itself, 
There ’s none within. 
Ol. If that an eye may profit by a tongue, 
Then should I know you by description ; 
Such garments, and such years: ‘ The boy is fair, 
Of female favour, and bestows himself 
Like a ripe sister: the woman low, 
And browner than her brother.” Are not you 
The owner of the house I did inquire for ? 
Cel. It is no boast, being ask’d, to say, we are. 
Oli. Orlando doth commend him to you both ; 
And to that youth, he calls his Rosalind, — 
He sends this bloody napkin; Are you he? 
Ros. Iam: what must we understand by this ? 
Oli. Some of my shame; if you will know of me 
What man I am, and how, and why, and where 
This handkercher was stain’d. 
Cel. I pray you, tell it. 
Olt, When Jast the young Orlando parted from 
you, 
He left a promise to return again 
Within an hour; and, pacing through the forest, 
Chewing the food of sweet and bitter fancy, 
Lo, what befel! he threw his eye aside, 
And, mark, what object did present itself! 
Under an old oak, whose boughs were moss'd with 
age, 
And high top bald with dry antiquity, 
A wretched ragged man, o’ergrown with hair, 
Lay sleeping on his back: about his neck 
A green and gilded snake had wreath’d itself, —_ 
Who with her head, nimble in threats, appruach’d 
® Left on your right hand—being, o8 you pass, left. 
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The opening of his mouth ; but suddenly 
Seeing Orlando, it unlink’d itself, 
And with indented glides did slip away 
Into a bush: under which bush’s shade 
A lioness, with udders all drawn dry, 
Lay couching, head on ground, with catlike watch, 
When that the sleeping man should stir; for ’t is 
The royal disposition of that beast, 
To prey on nothing that doth seem as dead ; 
This seen, Orlando did approach the man, 
And found it was his brother, his elder brother. 
Cel. O, TL have heard him speak of that same brother ; 
And he did render * him the most unnatural 
That liv’d *mongst men. 
Oli. And well he might so do, 
For well I know he was unnatural. 
Ros. But, to Orlando ;—Did he leave him there, 
Food to the sack’d and hungry lioness ? 
Oli, Twice did he turn his back, and purpos’d so : 
But kindness, nobler ever than revenge, 
Ani nature, stronger than his just occasion,» 
Made him give battle to the lioness, 
Who quickly fell before him; in which hurtling 
I’rom miserable slumber I awak’d. 
Cel. Are you his brother ? 
Ros. Was it you he rescued ? 
Cel. Was’t you that did so oft contrive to kill 
him ? 
Ok, "T was I; but ’t is not I: I do not shame 
To tell you what I was, since my conversion 
So sweetly tastes, being the thing I am. 
Ros. But, for the bluody napkin ?— 
Oli. By and by. 
When from the first to last, betwixt us two, 
® Render—represent. 


b Just occaston—such reasonable ground as might have 
amply justified, or given just occasion for, abandoning him. 
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Tears our recountments had most kindly bath'd, 
As, how I came into that desert place ;— 
In brief, he led me to the gentle duke, 
Who gave me fresh array and entertainment, 
Committing me unto my brother's love; 
Who led me instantly unto his cave, 
There stripp’d himself, and here upon his arm 
The lioness had torn some flesh away, 
Which all this while had bled; and now he fainted, 
And cried, in fainting, upon Rosalind. 
Brief, I recover’d him; bound up his wound ; 
And, after some small space, being strong at heart, 
He sent me hither, stranger as I am, 
To tell this story, that you might excuse 
His broken promise, and to give this napkin, 
Dyed in this blood, unto the shepherd youth 
That he in sport doth call his Rosalind: 
Cel. Why, how now, Ganymede? sweet Ganymede ? 
RosaLinp faints, 

Oli. Many will swoon when they do look on 

blood. 

Cel, There is more in it :—Cousin—Ganymede! 

Oli, Look, he recovers. 

Ros. I would I were at home. 

Cel. We ’1] lead you thither :— 

I pray you, will you take him by the arm ? 

Olt. Be of good cheer, youth :—You a man ?— 
You lack a man’s heart. 

Ros. I do so, I confess it. Ah, sirra, a body would 
think this was well counterfeited: I pray you, tell your 
brother how well I counterfeited ——Heigh ho! 

Oli. This was not counterfeit; there is too great tes- 
timony in your complexion, that it was a passion of 
earnest. 

Ros. Counterfeit, I assure you. 

Olt. Well, then, take a good heart, and counterfeit 
to be a man. 
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Ros. SoI do: but, i’ faith, I should have been a 
woman by right. 

Cel. Come, you look paler and paler; pray you, 
draw homewards :—Good sir, go with us. 

O&. That will I, for I must bear answer back 
How you excuse my brother, Rosalind. 

Ros. I shall devise something: But, I pray you, 
commend my counterfeiting to him :—Will you go ? 

[Exeunt, 
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ACT V. 


SCENE I.—The same. 


Enter Toucustons and AupREyY. 


Touch. We shall find a time, Audrey ; patience, 
gentle Audrey. 

Aud. Faith, the priest was good enough, for ali the 
old gentleman's saying. 

Touch. A most wicked sir Oliver, Audrey, a most 
vile Mar-text. But, Audrey, there is a youth here in 
the forest lays claim to you. 

Aud. Ay, Iknow who ‘t is: he hath no interest in 
me in the world : here comes the man you mean. 


Enter WILLIAM. 


ouch. It is meat and drink to me to see a clown: 
By my troth, we that have good wits have much to 
answer for; we shall be flouting; we cannot hold. 

Will. Good even, Audrey. 

Aud. God ye good even, William. 

Will. And good even to you, sir. 

Touch. Good even, gentle friend: Cover thy head, 
cover thy head; nay, prithee, be covered. How old 
are you, friend ? 

Will, Five-and-twenty, sir. 

Touch. A ripe age: Is thy name William ? 

Wel. Willian, sir. 

Touch. A fair name: Wast bom i’ the forest here ? 

Will. Ay, sir, I thank God. 

Touch. Thank God !—a good answer: Art rich? 
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Will. Faith, sir, so so. 

Touch. So so is good, very good, very excellent 
good: and yet it is not; it is but so so. Art thou 
wise ? 

Will. Ay, sir, I have a pretty wit. 

Touch. Why, thou say’st well. I do now remember 
@ saying; “ The fool doth think he is wise, but the 
wise man knows himself to be a fvol.” The heathen 
philosopher, when he had a desire to eat a grape, would 
open his lips when he put it into his mouth; meaning 
thereby, that grapes were made to eat, and lips to open. 
You do love this maid ? 

Will. I do, sir. 

Touch. Give me your hand: Art thou learned ? 

Will. No, sir. 

Touch. Then learn this of me; To have, is to have: 
For it is a figure in rhetoric, that drink, being poured 
out of a cup into a glass, by filling the one doth empty 
the other: For all your writers do consent," that zpse is 
he; now you are not zpse, for I am he. 

Will. Which he, sir ? 

Touch. He, sir, that must marry this woman : There- 
fore, you, clown, abandon, which is in the vulgar, leave, 
the society, which in the boorish is, company, of this 
female, which in the common is, woman, which toge- 
ther is, abandon the society of this female; or, clown, 
thou perishest; or, to thy better understanding, diest ; 
or to wit, I kill thee, make thee away, translate thy life 
into death, thy liberty into bondage: I will deal in 
poe with thee, or in bastinado, or in steel; I will 

andy with thee in faction; I will o’errun thee with 
policy; I will kill thee a hundred and fifty ways; 
therefore tremble, and depart. 

Aud. Do, good William. 

Wil. God rest you merry, sir. [Ect 


®& Consent—concut. 
vau. UWL. R 
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Enter Corin. 


Cor. Our master and mistress seeks you; come, 
away, away. 

Touch. Trip, Audrey, trip, Audrey ;—I attend, I 
attend. | Bxeunt. 


SCENE II.—The same. 


Enter OrnLanvo and Ox1iver. 


Orl. Is ’t possible, that on so little acquaintance you 
should like her? that, but seeing, you should love her? 
and, loving, woo? and, wooing, she should grant? and 
will you-persever to enjoy her ? 

Oli. Neither call the giddiness of it in question, the 
poverty of her, the small acquaintance, my sudden 
wooing, nor her sudden consenting ; but say with me, 
I love Aliena; say with her, that she loves me; con- 
sent with both, that we may enjoy each other: it shal] 
be to your good; for my father’s house, and all the 
revenue that was old sir Rowland’s, wil] I estate* upon 
yuu, and here live and die a shepherd. 


Enter Rosa.inp. 


Orl. You have my consent. Let your wedding be 
ti~morrow : thither will I invite the duke, and all his 
contented followers: Go you, and prepare Aliena ; for, 
luok you, here comes my Rosalind. 

Ros. God save you, brother. 

Ol. And you, fair sister. 

Ros. Qgmy dear Orlando, how it grieves me to see 
thee wear thy heart in a scarf! 

Orl. It is my arm. 

Ros. I thought thy heart had been wounded with 
‘the claws of a lion. 

Orl. Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a lady 


® Estate—settle. 
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Ros. Did your brother tell you how I counterfeited 
to sound,* when he showed me your handkercher ? 

Ori. Ay, and greater wonders than that. 

Ros. O, I know where you are:—Nay, ’t is true: 
there was never anything so sudden, but the fight of two 
rams, and Cesar’s thrasonical brag of—‘ I came, saw, 
and overcame:” For your brother and my sister no 
sooner met, but they looked ; no sooner looked, but they 
loved; no sooner loved, but they sighed; no sooner 
sighed, but they asked one another the reason; no 
sponer knew the reason, but they sought the remedy : 
and in these degrees have they made a pair of stairs to 
marriage, which they will climb incontinent,» or else be 
incontinent before marriage: they are in the very 
wrath of love, and they will together; clubs cannot 
part them. 

Orl. They shall be married to-morrow ; and I will 
bid the duke to the nuptial. But, O, how bitter a 
thing it is to look into happiness through another man’s 
eyes! By so much the more shall I to-morrow be at 
the height of heart-heaviness, by how much I shall 
think my brother happy, in having what he wishes for. 

Ros. Why, then, to-morrow I cannot serve your turn 
for Rosalind ? 

Orl. I can live no longer by thinking. 

Ros. I will weary you no longer then with idle talk- 
ing. Know of me then, (for now I speak to some pur 

») that I know you area gentleman of good conceit: 
speak not this that you should bear a good opinion of 
my knowledge, insomuch, I say, I know you are; nei- 
ther do I labour for a greater esteem than may in some 
little measure draw a belief from you, to do yourself 
good, and not to grace me. Believe, then, if you please, 
that I can do strange things: I have, since I was three 
year old, conversed with a magician, most profound in 
his art, and yet not damnable. If you do love Rosa- 
® Sound—swoon. b Jncontinent-—immediately. 
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lind so near the heart as your gesture cries it out, when 
your brother marries Aliena shall you marry her: I 
know into what straits of fortune she is driven; and it is 
not impossible to me, if it appear not inconvenient to 
you, to set her before your eyes to-morrow, human as she 
is, and without any danger. 

Orl. Speakest thou in sober meanings ? 

Ros. By my life I do; which I tender dearly, though 
I say I ama magician: Therefore, put you in your 
best array, bid your friends; for if you will be married 
to-morrow, you shall; and to Rosalind, if you will. 


Enter Suivius and Puesr 


Look, here comes a lover of mine, and a lover of hers. 
Phe. Youth, you have done me much ungentleness, 
To show the letter that I writ to you. 
Ros. I care not if I have: it is my study 
To seem despiteful and ungentle to you: 
You are there follow’d by a faithful shepherd ; 
Look upon him, love him; he worships you. 
Phe. Good shepherd, tell this youth what ’t is to love. 
Sid. It is to be all made of sighs and tears ;— 
And so am I for Phebe. 
Phe. And I for Ganymede. 
Orl. And I for Rosalind. 
Ros. And I for no woman. 
Sil. It is to be all made of faith and service ;—= 
And so am I for Phebe, 
Phe. And I for Ganymede. 
Orl. And I for Rosalind. 
#os, And I for no woman. 
Sd. It is to be all made of fantasy, 
All made of passion, and all made of wishes; 
All adoration, duty and observance, 
All humbleness, all patience, and impatience, 
All purity, all trial, all observance ; 
And so am I for Phebe. 
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Phe. And so am I for Ganymede. 

Ori, And so am I for Rosalind. 

Ros. And so am I for no woman. 

Phe. If this be so, why blame you me to love me? 

[ To Ros. 
Sel, If this be so, why blame you me to love you? 
[To Pax 
Orl. If this be so, why blame you me to love you? 
Ros. Who do you speak to, “why blame you me to 
love you ?” 

Orl. To her, that is not here, nor doth not hear. 

Ros. Pray you, no more of this; "t is like the howl- 
ing of Irish wolves against the moon.—I will help you, 
[éo Sirvivs] if I can:—I would love you, [to seer 
if I could.—To-morrow meet me all together.—I wil 
marry you, [to Puese] if ever I marry woman, and 
I ‘ll be married to-morrow :—I will satisfy you, [to 
Or.anpo] if ever I satistied man, and you shall 
married to-morrow :—I will content you, (to Sivivus] 
if what pleases you contents you, and you shall be mar- 
ried to-morrow.—As you [fo OrLanvo] love Rosalind, 
meet ;—as you [to Sitvius] love Phebe, meet ; And as 
I love no woman, Il] meet.—So, fare you well; I have 
left you commands. 

Sil. I’1] not fail, if I live. 

Phe. Nor I. 

Ort. NorlI. [Ezeunt. 


SCENE III].—TZhe same. 
Enter Toucustonse and Auprey. 


Touch. To-morrow is the joyful day, Audrey; to- 
morrow will we be married. 

Aud. I do desire it with all my heart: and I hope it 
is no dishonest desire, to desire to be a woman of the 
world.* Here comes two of the banished duke’s pages. 


* To be married. 
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Enter two Pages. 


1 Page. Well met, honest gentleman. 

Touch. By my troth, well met: Come, sit, sit, and 
asong. . 

2 Page. We are for you: sit i’ the middle. 

1 Page. Shall we clap into ’t roundly, without 
hawking, or spitting, or saying we are hoarse; which 
are the only prologues to a bad voice ? 

2 Page. I faith, i’ faith; and both in a tune, like 
two gipsies on a horse. 


SONG, 


I. 
It was a lover, and his lass, 
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 
That o’er the green corn-field did pass, 
In spring time, the only pretty ring time, 
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, dingy 5 
Sweet lovers love the spring. 


II, 
And therefore take the present time, 
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino 5 
For love is crowned with the prime 
In spring time, &c. 
Ill. 
Between the acres of the rye, 
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 
These pretty country folks would lie, 
In spring time, &c. 
IV 


This carol they began that hour, 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 
How that a life was but a flower 

In spring time, &c. 


Touch. Truly, young gentlemen, though there was 
mo great matter in the ditty, yet the note was very un- 
tuneable. . 

1 Page. You are deceived, sir; we kept time, we lost 
not our time. 
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Touch. By my troth, yes; I count it but time lost 
to hear such a foolish song. God be with you; and God 
mend your voices! Come, Audrey. [| Exeunt. 


SCENE IV.—Another part of the Forest. 


Enter Duxs senior, Aminns, Jaques, ORLANDO, 
OuiveEr, and CELIA. 


Duke S. Dost thou believe, Orlando, that the boy 
Can do all this that he hath promised ? 

Oli. I sometimes do believe, and sometimes do not; 
As those that fear,—they hope, and know they fear. 


Enter Rosauinp, Si.vius, and Purse. 


Ros. Patience once more, whiles our compact is 
urg'd :— 
You say, if I bring in your Rosalind, [To the Dux. 
You will bestow her on Orlando here? 
Duke S. That would 1, had I kingdoms to give with 


her. 
Ros. And you say, you will have her, when I bring 
her ¢ [To ORLANDO. 


Orl. That would I, were I of all kingdoms king. 
Ros. You say, you ‘ll marry me, if I be willing ? 
[To Puese. 
Phe. That will I, should I die the hour after. 
Ros. But, if you do refuse to marry me, 
You ‘ll give yourself to this most faithful shepherd. 
Phe. So is the bargain. 
Ros. You say, that you ‘ll have Phebe, if she will? 
To Siu. 
Si?. sear to have her and death were both one 
thing. 
Ros. I have promis’d to make all this matter even. 
Keep you your word, O duke, to give your daughter;— 
You yours, Orlando, to receive his daughter :-— 
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Keep you your word, Phebe that you Il marry me; 
Or els@ refusing me, to wed this shepherd :— 
Keep your word, Silvius, that you'll marry her, 
If she refuse me :—and from hence I go, 
To make these doubts all even. aoe Ros. and Cru. 
Duke S. I do remember in this shepherd-boy 
Some lively touches of my daughter's favour. 
Orl. My lord, the first time that I ever saw him, 
Methought he was a brother to you: daughter : 
Bot, my good lord, this boy is forest-born ; 
And hath been tutor’d in the rudiments 
Of many desperate studies by his uncle, 
Whom he reports to be a great magician, 
Obscured in the circle of this forest. 


Enter Toucusrone and AuDREY. 


Jaq. There is, sure, another flood toward, and these 
couples are coming to the ark! Here comes a pair of 
yal strange beasts, which in all tongues are called 
ools. 

Touch. Salutation and greeting to you all! 

Jag. Good my lord, bid him welcome. This is the 
motley-minded gentleman that I have so often met in 
the forest : he hath been a courtier, he swears. 

Touch. If any man doubt that, let him put me fo 
my purgation. I have trod a measure; I have flattered 
a lady; I have been politic with my friend, smooth 
with mine enemy ; I have undone three tailors; I have 
had four quarrels, and like to have fought one. 

Jag. And how was that ta’en up?® 

Touch, ’Faith, we met, and found the quarrel was 
upon the seventh cause ? 

Jaq. How, seventh cause ?—Good my lord, like this 
fellow. : 

Duke S. I like him very well, 


® Ta’en up—made up. 


Scunsz IV.) AS YOU LIKE IT. 278 


Touch. God “ild you, sir; I desire you of the like. 
I press in here, sir, amongst the rest of the country 
copulatives, to swear, and to forswear; according as 
marriage binds, and blood breaks: A poor virgin, sir, 
an ill-favoured thing, sir, but mine own; a poor humour 
of mine, sir, to take that that no man else will: Rich 
honesty dwells like a miser, sir, in a poor house; as 
your pearl in your foul oyster. 

Duke S. By my faith, he is very swift and sen- 
tentious. 

Touch. According to the fool’s bolt, sir, and such 
dulcet diseases. 

Jag. But, for the seventh cause; how did you find 
the quarrel on the seventh cause ? 

‘Touch. Upon a lie seven times removed ;—Bear your 
body more seeming,* Audrey :—as thus, sir, I did dix 
like the cut of a certain courtier’s beard; he sent me 
word, if I said his beard was not cut well, he was in 
the mind it was: This is called the “ Retort courteous.” 
If I sent him word again, it was not well cut, he would 
send me word, he cut it to please himeelf: This is 
called the “ Quip modest.” If again, it was not well 
cat, he disabled> my judgment: This is called the 
“ Reply churlish.” If again, it was not well cut, he 
would answer, I spake not true: This is called the 
“ Reproof valiant.” If again, it was not well cut, he 
would say, I lie: This is called the ‘ Countercheck 

uarrelsome :” and so to the “ Lie circumstantial,” and 

e “ Lie direct.” 

Jaq. And how oft did you say, his beard was not 
well cut ? 

Touch. I durst go no further than the “ Lie circum. 
stantial,’’ nor he durst not give me the “ Lie direct ;” 
and so we measured swords and parted. 

Jag. Can you nominate in order now the degrees of 
the lie? 

* Seeming—seemly. b Disalled—impeachbed. 
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Touch. O sir, we quarre] in print, by the book; as 
you have books for good manners. I will name you 
the degrees. The first, the Retort courteous; the se 
cond, the Quip modest; the third, the Reply churlish ; 
the fourth, the Reproof valiant; the fifth, the Counter- 
check quarrelaome; the sixth, the Lie with circume 
stance; the seventh, the Lie direct. All these you may 
avoid, but the lie direct; and you may avoid that too, 
with an Jf. I knew when seven justices could not take 
a a quarrel; but when the parties were met them- 
selves, one of them thought but of an Jf, as, “If you 
said so, then J said so;” and they shook hands, and 
swore brothers, Your Jf is the only peace-maker; much 
virtue in Jf. 

Jag. Is not this a rare fellow, my lord? he’s as good 
at anything, and yet a fool. 

Duke S. He uses his folly like a stalking-horse, and 
under the presentation of that he shoots his wit. 


Enter Hymen, leading Rosauinp and Ceuia. 


Still Musee. 


Hym. Then is there mirth in heaven, 
When earthly things made even 
Atone together. ® 
Good duke, receive thy daughter 
Hymen from heaven brought her 
Yea, brought her hither; 
That thou mightst join her hand with his, 
Whose heart within her bosom is. 


- Ros. To you I give myself, for I am yours. 
To Duxs S, 
To you I give myself, for I am yours. [7o Ortanpo, 
Duke S. If there be truth in sight, you are my 
daughter. 
Orl. If there be truth in sight, you are my Ro 
salind. 
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Phe. If sight and shape be true, 
Why, then,—my love adieu ! 
Ros. I'l] have no father, if you be not he :— 


[To Duxn S, 
I ’ll have no husband, if you be not he:— [70 Oru. 
Nor ne’er wed woman, if you be not she. [70 Pus 


Hym. Peace, ho! I bar confusion: 
"T is I must make conclusion 
Of these most strange events : 
Here ’s eight that must take hands, 
To join in Hymens bands, 
If truth holds true contents. 
You and you no cross shall part: 
[ Zo Oru. and Roa 
You and youare heart in heart : 
[To Our. and Cru 
You [to Pux.] to his love must accord, 
Or have a woman to your lord :— 
You and you are sure together, 
[ To Toucn. and Aun. 
As the winter to foul weather. 
Whiles a wedlock-hymn we sing, 
Feed yourselves with questioning ;@ 
That reason wonder may diminish, 
How thus we met, and these things finish. 


SONG. 


Wedding is great Juno’s crown 5 
O blessed bond of board and bed! 
°T is Hymen peoples every town ; 
High wedlock then be honoured; 
Honour, high honour and renown, 
To Hymen, god of every town! 


Duke S. O my dear niece, welcome thou art to 
me; 
Even daughter, welcome in no less degree. 


® Questioning—discoursing. 
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Phe. I will not eat my word ; now thou art mine, 
Thy faith my fancy to thee doth combine. [To Suu 


Enter JaQuEs DE Bots. 


Jaq. de B. Let me have audience for a word, or twog 
I am the second son of old sir Rowland, 
That bring these tidings to this fair assembly : 
Duke Frederick, hearing how that every day 
Men of great worth resorted to this forest, 
Address’d * a mighty power; which were on foot, 
In his own conduct, purposely to take 
His brother here, and put him to the sword : 
And to the skirts of this wild wood he came; 
Where, meeting with an old religious man, 
After some question with him, was converted 
Both from his enterprise, and from the world : 
His crown bequeathing to his banish’d brother, 
And all their lands restor’d to them again 
That were with him exil'd: This to be true, 
I do engage my life. 
Duke S. Welcome, young man; 
Thou offer'st fairly to thy brothers’ wedding : 
To one, his lands withheld; and to the other, 
A land itself at large, a potent dukedom. 
First, in this forest, Jet us do those ends 
That here were well begun, and well begot : 
And after, every of this happy number, 
That have endur’d shrewd days and nights with us, 
Shall share the good of our returned fortune, 
According to the measure of their states. 
Meantime, forget this new-fall'n dignity, 
And fall into our rustic revelry :— 
Play, music ;—and you brides and bridegroome al] 
With measure heap'd in joy, to the measures fall. 
Jag. Sir, by your patience; If I heard you rightly 


® Address'd—prepured. 
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The duke hath put on a religious life, 
And thrown into neglect the pompous court ? 
Jaq. de B. He hath. 
Jaq. To him will I: out of these convertites 
There is. much matter to be heard and learn’d.— 
You to your former honour I bequeath; [7o Duxs 8, 
Your patience, and your virtue, well deserves it :-— 
You [to Ortanvo] to a love that your true faith doth 
merit :— 
You ie OxrvzR] to your land, and love, and great al- 
ies -— 
You [to Sitvius] to a long and well-deserved bed :-— 
And you [to Toucusrone] to wrangling; for thy lov- 
ing voyage 
Is but for two months victuall’d :-—So to your pleasures ; 
I am for other than for dancing measures. 
Duke S. Stay, Jaques, stay. 
Jag. To see no pastime I:—what you would have 
I'll stay to know at your abandon’d cave. [ Bait. 
Duke S. Proceed, proceed: we will begin these rites, 
And we do trust they ‘ll end in true delights. [A dance. 


EPILOGUE. 


Ros. It is not the fashion to see the lady the epilogue: 
but it ig no more unhandsome, than to see the lord the 
rologue. If it be true, that “good wine needs no 
ush,” “tis true, that a good play needs no epilogue: 
Yet to good wine they do use good bushes; and good 
lays prove the better for the help of good epilogues. 
at a case am I in then, that am neither a good epi- 
logue, nor cannot insinuate with you in the behalf of a 
good play! I am not furnished like a beggar, therefore 
to beg will not become me: my way is, to conjure 
you; and I ‘ll begin with the women. I charge you, 
O women, for the love you bear to men, to like as much 
of this play as please you: and I charge you, O men, 
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for the love you bear to women (as I perceive by your 
simpering, none of you hates them), that between yoo 
and the women, the play may please. If I were a 
woman, I would kiss as many of you as had beards 
that pleased me, complexions that liked me, and breaths 
that I defied not: and, I am sure, as many as have 
good beards, or good faces, or sweet breaths, will, for 
my kind offer, when I make curtsy, bid me farewell, 

[ E'reand, 


Gnd of 
@s You dike it. 





MEASURE FOR ME 


ASU RE 





ie 
iv 








Tus comedy was first printed in the fulio collection of 
1623. The original edition is divided into acts and 
scenes. It also gives the enumeration of characters as 
we have printed them, such a list of “ the names of thic 
actors ” being rarely presented in the early copies. It 
has been recently ascertained that ‘ Measure for Mea- 
gure’ was presented at Court by the King’s players (the 
company to which Shakspere belonged) in 1604. 

The general outline of the story upon which * Measure 
for Measure’ is fuunded is presented to us in such dif- 
ferent forms, and with reference to such distinct times 
and persons, that, whether historically true or not, we 
can have no doubt of its universal interest. It is told 
of an officer of Charles the Bold, Duke of Burgundy ; 
of Oliver le Diable, the wicked favourite of Louis XI. ; 
of Colonel Kirke, in our own country ; of a captain of the 
Duke of Ferrara. In all these cases an unhappy wo- 
man sacrifices her own honour for the promised safety of 
one she loves; and in al], with the exception of the case 
of Culonel Kirke, the abuser of authority is punished 
with death. Whatever interest may attach to the nar- 
rative of such an event, it is manifest that the dramatic 
conduct of such a story is full of difficulty, especially 


in a scrupulous age. But the public opinion, which, 
VOL, IL. zs 
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in this particular, would operate upon a dramatist in 
our own day, would not affect a writer for the stage in 
the times of Elizabeth and James; and, in point of fact, 
plots far more offensive became the subject of very po- 
pular dramas Jong after the times of Shakspere. It 
appears to us that, adopting such a subject in its ge- 
neral bearings, he has managed it with uncommon 
adroitness by his deviations from the accustomed story. 
By introducing a contrivance by which the heroine is 
not sacrificed, he preserves our respect for her, which 
would be involuntarily Jost if she fell, even though 
against her own will; and by this management he is 
also enabled to spare the great offender without an un- 
bearable violation of our sense of justice. 

The leading idea of the character of Isabella is that 
of one who abides the direst temptation which can be 
presented to a youthful, innocent, unsuspecting, and 
affectionate woman—the temptation of saving the life 
of one most dear, by submitting to a shame which the 
sophistry of self-love might represent as scarcely crimi- 
nal. All other writers who have treated the subject have 
_ conceived that the temptation could not be resisted. 
Shakspere alone has confidence enough in female virtue 
to make Isabella never for a moment even doubt of her 
proper course. But he has based this virtue, most un- 
questionably, upon the very highest principle upon 
which any virtue can be built. The foundation of 
Isabella’s character is religion. The character of 
Angelo is the antagonist to that of Isabella. In a city 
of licentiousness he is 

‘A man of stricture and firm abstinence.” 
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He is 


© Precise ; 

Stands at a guard with envy 3 scarce confesses 

That his blood flows.” 
He is one who 

** Doth rebate and blunt his natural edge 

With profits of the mind, study and fast.” 
But he wanted the one sustaining principle by which 
Isabella was upheld. After Shakspere had conceived 
the character of Isabella, and in that conception had 
made it certain that her virtue must pass unscathed 
through the fire, he had to contrive a series of incidents 
by which the catastrophe should proceed onward through 
all the stages of Angelo’s guilt of intention, and termi- 
nate in his final exposure. Mr. Hallam says, “ There 
is great skill in the invention of Mariana, and without 
this the story could not have anything like a satisfactory 
termination.” But there is great skill also in the mas 
nagement of the incident in the Duke's hands, as well 
as in the invention; and tkis is produced by the won- 
derful propriety with which the character of the Duke is 
drawn. He is described by Hazlitt as a very imposing 
and mysterious stage character, absorbed in his own 
plots and gravity. This is said depreciatingly. But it 
is precisely this sort of character that Shakspere meant 
to put in action. 

And here, then, as it appears to us, we have a key to 
the purpose of the poet in the introduction of what con- 
stitutes the most unpleasant portion of this play,—the 
exhibition of a very gross general profligacy. There is 
an atmosphere of impurity hanging like a dense fog 
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over the city of the poet. The philosophical ruler, 
the saintly votaress, and the sanctimonious deputy, ap- 
pear to belong to another region to that in which they 
move. This, possibly, was not necessary for the higher 
dramatic effects of the comedy; but it was necessary 
for those lessons of political philosophy which we 
think Shakspere here meant to inculcate, and which he 
appears to us on many occasions to have kept in view in 
his Jater plays. In this play he manifests, as we ap- 
prehend, his philosophical view of a corrupt state of 
manners fostered by weak government : but the subject 
is scarcely dramatic, and it struggles with his own 
proper powers. 





PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


Vincentio, the Duke, 
Appears, ActT.sc.1; sc.4, Act. IT. se.3. Act IIT. sc. 1; se. 2. 
Act IV. se. 13 sc. 25 ac. 3; 8c. 5. Act Vise]. - 
ANGELO, (he deputy [in the Duke's absence]. 


Appears, Act I.sce.1. Act IT. sc. 1; sc. 2; 8c. 4. Act lV, ac. 4 
Act V. sc. 1. 


EscaLus, an ancient lord [joined with Angelo in the 
deputation). 
Appears, ActI.se.1. Act II. se. 1. Act III. se. 2. 
Act IV. sc. 4. Act V. 6c. 1. 
CLAUDIO, @ young gentleman. 
Appears, Act I. se. 3. Act III.sce. 1, Act IV. se. 2, 
Act V. sc. 1. 
Lucio, a fantastic. 
Appears, Act I. sc.2; sc. 3; sc, 5. Act Il. se.2. Act ITY. 
sc, 2; sc. 3. Act VY. sc. 1. 
Two other like Gentlemen. 
Appear, Act I, sc. 2; sc. 3. 


Provost. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 3. Act II. sc. 1; 8¢.2; se. 8. Act TIT. 
Bc, 1; ec. 2. ActIV.sc.2; 8c. 3. Act V.6e.1, 
THOMAS, @ friar. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 4. 

PETER, @ friar, 

Appears, Act IV. sc. 5; sc. 6. Act Y. sc. 1. 

A Justice. 

Appears, Act LI. sc, 1. 
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ELBow, a semple constable. 
Appears, ActII.sc.1. Act IIT. se. 2. 


FRoTH, a foolish gentleman. 
Appears, Act II. se. 1. 


Clown. 
Appears, Act II. sc.1. Act IV. sc. 2; sc. 3. 


ABHORSON, an executioner. 
Appears, Act IV. se. 2; 8c. 3. 


BARNARDINE, a dissolufe prisoner. 
Appears, Act IV. sc. 3. Act V. sc. 1, 


ISABELLA, sister to Claudio. 


Appears, Act I. sc. 5. Act II. sc. 2; sc. 4. Act HI. se. 
Act IV. 8c.1; 6c. 3; sc. 6. Act V. ac. 1. 


Mariana, letrothed to Angelo. 
Appears, Act IV. sc. 1; sc.6. Act V. sc. 1. 


Juret, beloved of Claudio. 
Appears, ActI.sc.3. Act II. sc. 3. Act Y. se. 1. 


FRANCISCA, @ nun. 
Appears, Act I. ac. 5, 


Mistress OVERDONE, @ batwd. 
“Appears, Act I. ec. 2. Act ITT. se. 2. 


Lords, Gentlemen, Guards, Officers, and other 
Attendants, 


SCENE—VIENNA. 
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ACT I. 


SCENE I.—<An Apartment in the Duke's Palaca. 
Enter Duxx, Esoat.us, Lords, and Attendants. 


Duke. Escalus,— 

Escal. My lord. 

Duke. Of government the properties to unfold, 
Would seem in me to affect speech and discourse ; 
Since I am put to know," that your own science 
Exceeds, in that, the lists ® of all advice 
My strength can give you: Then, no more remains 
But that, to your sufficiency as your worth, is able ; 
And let them work. The nature of our people, 

Our city’s institutions, and the terms ¢ 
For common justice, you are as pregnant in, 
As art and practice hath enriched any 
That we remember: There is our commission, 
From which we would not have you warp.—Call hither, 
I say, bid come before us a esa ese an Attendant. 
What figure of us think you he will bear? 

® Put to know—equivalent to I cannot avoid knowing. 

> Lists—limits. 

© We encounter at the onset one of the obscure passages for 
which this play is remarkable. We believe it may be read thus, 
without much difficulty: Then, no mure remains: (to say on 
guvernment) But that, (your science) to your sufficiency, (joined 
to your authority) as your worth (as well as your virtue) ts able; 
(equal to the duty) and let them work (call them into action). 

Terms. Blackstone explaius this to mean the technical 

language of the courts. 
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Tor you must know, we have with special soul 

Elected him our absence to supply ; 

Lent him our terror, dress‘d him with our love; 

And given his deputation all the organs 

Of our own power: What think you of it? 
Escal. Wany in Vienna be of worth 

To undergo such ample grace and honour, 

It is lurd Angelo. 


Enter Axae..o. 


Duke. Look, where he comes. 
Ang. Always obedient to your grace’s will, 
I come to know your pleasure, 
Duke. Angelo, 
There is a kind of character ® in thy life, 
That, to the observer, doth thy history 
Fully unfold: Thyself and thy belongings 
Are not thine own so proper, as to waste 
Thyself upon thy virtues, they on thee. 
Heaven doth with us as we with torches do; 
Not light them for themselves: for if our virtues 
Did not go forth of us, ?t were all alike 
As if we had them not. Spirits are not finely touch’d 
But to fine issues: nor Nature never lends 
The smallest scruple of her excellence, 
But, like a thrifty goddess, she determines 
Herself the glory of a creditor, 
Both thanks and use.» But I do bend my speech 
To one that can my part in him advertise ;¢ 
Hold,® therefore, Angelo: 


® Character has here the original meaning of something en- 
graved or inscribed; thy life is thy habits. 

> Use—interest of money. 

« My part in Aim is. my part deputed to him, which he can 
adrerttse—direct his attention to—without my speech. 

4 Hold. The word Aold is, we believe, addressed to Angelo; 
and used technically in the sense of tu have and to huld. Wold, 
therefore, our power, Angelo. 
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In our remove, be thou at full ourself’: 
Mortality and mercy in Vienna 
Live in thy tongue and heart: Old Escalus, 
Though first in question, is thy secondary : 
Take thy commission. 
Ang. Now, good my lord, 
Let there be some more test made of my metal, 
Before so noble and so great a figure 
Be stamp'd upon it. 
Duke. No more evasion : 
We have with a leaven’d and prepared choice 
Proceeded to you; therefore fake your honours. 
Our haste from hence is of so quick condition, 
That it prefers itself, and leaves unquestion’d 
Matters of needful value. We shall write to you, 
As time and our concernings shal] importune, 
How it goes with us; and do Jook to know 
Whiat doth befall you here. So, fare you well : 
To the hopeful execution do I leave you 
Of your commissions. 
Ang. Yet, give leave, my lord, 
That we may bring you something on the way. 
Duke. My haste may not admit it; 
Nor néed you, on mine honour, have to do 
With any scruple: your scope is a3 mine own: 
So to enforce or qualify the laws 
As to your soul seems good. Give me your hand ; 
I'll privily away: I love the people, 
But do not like to stage me to their eyes: 
Though it do well, I do not relish well 
Their loud applause, and aves vehement : 
Nor do I think the man of safe discretion 
That does affect it. Once more, fare you well. 
Ang. The Heavens give safety to your purposes! 
Escal. Lead forth, and bring you back Hea apinels: 
Duke. I thank you: Fare you well. [Ezit. 
Escal. I shall desire you, sir, to give me leave 
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To have free speech with you; and it concerns me 
To look into the bottom of my place: 
A power I have; but of what strength and nature 
I am not yet instructed. 
Ang. °T is 50 with me :—Let us withdraw together, 
And we may soon our satisfaction have 
Touching that point. 
Escal. I’ll wait upon your honour. [Ezeunt. 


SCENE II.—A Street. 


Enter Lucio and two Gentlemen. 


Lucio. If the duke, with the other dukes, come not to 
composition with the king of Hungary, why, then all 
the dukes fall upon the king. 

1 Gent. Heaven grant us its peace, but not the king 
of Hungary's ! 

2 Gent. Amen. 

Lucio, Thou concludest like the sanctimonious pi- 
rate, that went to sea with the ten commandments, but 
scraped one out of the table. 

2 Gent. Thou shalt not steal ? 

Lucio. Ay, that he razed. 

1 Gent. Why, "t was a commandment to command 
the captain and all the rest from their functions; they 

ut forth to steal: There ’s not a soldier of us all, that, 
in the thanksgiving before meat, doth relish the petition 
well that prays for peace. 

2 Gent. 1 never heard any soldier dislike it. 

Lucio. I believe thee; for I think thou never wast 
where grace was said. 

2 Gent. No? a dozen times at least. 

1 Genz. What? in metre? 

Lucio. In any proportion, or in any language. 

1 Gent. I think, or in any religion. 

Lucio. Ay! why not? Grace is grace, despite of all 
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controversy : As for example: Thou thyself art a wicked 
villain, despite of all grace. 

1 Gent. Well, there went but a pair of shears between 
us. 

Lucio. I grant; as there may between the lists and 
the velvet: Thou art the list. 

1 Gent. And thou the velvet: thou art good velvet; 
thou ‘rt a three-piled piece, I warrant thee: I had as 
lief be a list of an English kersey, as be piled, as thou 
art piled, for a French velvet. Do I speak feelingly 
now # 

Lucio. I think thou dost; and, indeed, with most 
painful feeling of thy speech: I will, out of thine own 
confession, learn to begin thy health; but whilst I live, 
forget to drink after thee. 

oe I think I have done myself wrong; have I 
not 

2 Gent. Yes, that thou hast; whether thou art 
tainted or free. 

Lucio. Behold, behold, where madam Mitigation 
comes! I have purchased as many diseases under her 
roof as come to— 

2 Gent. To what, I pray ? 

Lucio. Judge. 

2 Gent. To three thousand dollars *® a-year. 

1 Gent. Ay, and more. 

Lucio. A French crown more. 

1 Gent. Thou art always figuring diseases in me: but 
thou art full of error; I am sound. 

Lucio. Nay, not as one would say, healthy; but so 
sound as things that are hollow: thy bones are hollow: 
impiety has made a feast of thee. 


Enter Bawd. 


| Gent. How now? Which of your hips has the most 
profound sciatica ? 
* Dollars—a quibble upon dolours. 
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Bawd. Well, wells there’s one yonder arrested, and 
carried to prison, was worth five thousand of you all. 

1 Gent. Who's that, I pray thee ? 

Bawd. Marry, sir, that’s Claudio, signior Claudio. 

1 Gent. Claudio to prison ! ! "t is not so. 

Bawd. Nay, but I know ’t is so: I saw him arrested ; 
saw him carried away ; and, which is more, within these 
three days his head ’s to be chopped off. 

Lucio. But, after all this fooling, I would not have it 
so: Art thou sure of this ? 

Bawd. I am too sure of it; and it is for getting ma- 
dam Julietta with child. 

Lucio. Believe me, this may be: he promised to meet 
me two hours since ; and he was ever precise in promise- 
keeping. 

2 Gent, Besides, you know, it draws something near 
to the speech we had to such a purpose. 

1 Gent. But most of all, agreeing with the smbelariae 
tion. 

Lucio. Away; Let ’s go learn the truth of it. 

[ Exeunt Lucio and Gentlemen. 

Bad, Thus, what with the war, what with the sweat. 
What with the gallows, and what with poverty, I am 
custom-shrunk. How now ? what ’s the news with you? 


Enter Clown. 


Clo. Yonder man is carried to prison. 

Bawed. Well; what has he done? 

Clo. A woman. 

Baved, But what ’s his offence ? 

Clo. Groping for trouts in a peculiar river. 

Bawd. What, is there a maid with child by him ? 

Clo. No; but there ’s a woman with maid by him: 
You have not heard of the proclamation, have you? 

Baiod, What proclamation, man ? 

Clo. All houses in the suburbs of Vienna must be 
plucked down. 
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Batod. And what shall become of those in the city ? 

Clo. They shall stand for seed : they had gone down 
too, but that a wise burgher put in for them. 

Bawd. Bat shall all our loaees of resort in the sub- 
urbs be pulled down ? 

Céc. To the ground, mistress. 

Bawd. Why, here ’s a change, indeed, in the com- 
monwealth! What shall become of me? 

Clo. Come; fear not you: good counsellors Jack no 
clients: though you change your place, you need not 
change your trade; I ‘ll be your tapster still. Courage ; 
there will be pity taken on you: you that have wom 
your eyes almost out in the service, you will be consi- 
dered. 

Bared. What ‘s to do here, Thomas Tapster? Let ‘s 
withdraw. 

Clo. Here comes signior Claudio, led by the provost 
to prison: and there ’s madam Juliet. [ Lceunt, 


SCENE III.—TZie same. 


‘Enter Provost, Cuavpio, Junier, and Officers ; Lucio 
and two Gentlemen. 


Claud. Fellow, why dost thou show me thus to the 
world ? 
Bear me to prison, where Iam committed. 
Pro. I do it not in evil disposition, 
But from lord Angelo by special charge. 
Claud. Thus can the demi-god, Authority, 
Make us pay down for our offence by weight."— 
The words of Heaven ;—on whom it will, it will; 
On whom ‘t will not, so; yet still ’t is just. 
Lucio. Why, how now, Claudio? whence comes this 
restraint ? 
Claud. From too much liberty, my Lucio, liberty : 
As surfeit is the father of much fast, 
® Tu pny duwn by weight is to pay the full price or penalty. 
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So every scope, by the immoderate use, 

Turns to restraint: Our natures do pursue 
(Like rats that ravin * down their proper bane) 
A thirsty evil, and when we drink we die. 

Lucio. If I could speak so wisely under an arrest, I 
would send for certain of my creditors: And yet, to say 
the truth, I had as lief have the fuppery of freedom as 
the morality of imprisonment.—What ’s thy offence, 
Claudio ? : 

Claud. What but to speak of would offend again. 

Lucio, What! is *t murther ? 

Claud, No. 

Lucio, Lechery ? 

Claud, Call it so. 

Pro. Away, sir; you must go. 

Claud. One word, good friend :—Lucio, a word with 

you. [ Takes him aside. 

Lucio. A hundred, if they "]] do you any good.— 
Is lechery so look’d after ? 

Claud. Thus stands it with me:—Upon a true con- 

tract, 
I got possession of Julietta’s bed ; 
You know the lady ; she is fast my wife, 
Save that we do the denunciation lack 
Of outward order: this we came not to, 
Only for propagation of a dower 
Remaining in the coffer of her friends ; 
From whom we thought it meet to hide our love, 
Till time had made them for us. But it chances, 
The stealth of our most mutual entertainment, 
With character too gross, is writ on Juliet. 

Lucio. With child, perhaps ? 

Claud. Unhappily, even so. 
And the new deputy now for the duke,— 

Whether it be the fault and glimpse of newness; 
Or whether that the body public i 
® Ravin—devour greedily, 
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A horse whereon the governor doth ride, 

Who, newly in the seat, that it may know 

He can command, lets it straight feel the spur; 

Whether the tyranny be in his place, 

Or in his eminence that fills it up, 

I stagger in :—But this new governor 

Awakes me all the enrolled penalties, 

Which have, like unscour’d armour, hung by the 
wall 

So long, that nineteen zodiacs have gone round, 

And none of them been worn; and, for a name, 

Now puts the drowsy and neglected act 

Freshly on me :—’t is surely for a name. 

Lucio. I warrant, it is: and thy head stands so 
tickle on thy shoulders, that a milkmaid, if she be in 
love, may sigh it off. Send after the duke, and appeal 
to him. 

Claud. I have done so, but he *s not to be found. 

I prithee, Lucio, do me this kind service; 

This day my sister should the cloister enter, 
And there receive her approbation ;* 

Acquaint her with the danger of my state ; 
Implore her in my voice, that she make friends 
To the strict deputy; bid herself assay him; 

I have great hope in that: for in her youth 
There is a prone” and speechless dialect, 

Such as moves men; beside, she hath prosperous art 
When she will play with reason and discourse, 
And well she can persuade. 

Lucio. I pray she may: as well for the encourage- 
ment of the like, which else would stand under grievous 
imposition; as for the enjoying of thy life, who I would 
be sorry should be thus foolishly lost at a game of tick- 
tack. I'll to her. 

® Approbation—probation. 

> Prone. It appears to us that the word is here used in the 
sense of humble. 
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Claud. I thank you, good friend Lucio. 
Lucio. Within two hours. 
Claud. Come, officer, away. [Ere-ent. 


SCENE IV.—A Monastery. 
Enter Dukes and Friar THomas. 


Duke. No, holy father; throw away that thought; 
Believe not that the dribbling dart of love 
Can pierce a complete bosom: why I desire thee 
To give me secret harbour, hath a purpose 
More grave and wrinkled than the aims and ends 
Of burning youth. 

Fri. May your grace speak of it ? 

Duhe. My holy sir, none better knows than you 
How I] have ever Jov'd the life remov'd ; - 

And held in idle price to haunt assemblies, 

Where youth, and cost, and witless bravery keep s.* 
1 have deliver’d to Jord Angelo 

(A man of stricture > and firm abstinence) 

My absolute power and place here in Vienna, 

And he supposes me travell’d to Poland ; 

For so I have strew’d it in the common car, 

And so it is receivd: Now, pious sir, 

You will demand of me why I do this? 

Fri. Gladly, my lord. 

Duke. We have strict statutes, and most biting laws, 
(The needful bits and curbs to headstrong steeds,) 
Which for this fourteen years we have let slip ; ¢ 
Even like an o’ergrown lion in a cave, 

That goes not out to prev: Now, as fond fathers 
Having bound up the threat’ning twigs of birch, 
Only to stick it in their children’s sight, 

For terror, not to use, in time the rod 


® Keeps—dwells. b Stricture—strictness. 
e Slip. The Duke compares himself with the animal *¢ who 
goes not out to prey.” Ile has let the laws s/ip, 
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Becomes more mock’d than fear’: so our decrees, 
Dead to infliction, to themselves are dead ; 
And liberty plucks justice by the nose ; 
The baby beats the nurse, and quite athwart 
Gives all decorum. 

Fri. It rested in your grace 
To unloose this tied-up justice when you pleas‘d : 
And it im you mere dreadful would have seem’d 
Than in lord Angelo. 

Duke. I do fear, too dreadful : 
Sith "t was my fault to give the people scope, 
"Tl would be my tyranny to strike and gall them 
For what I bid them do: For we bid this be done, 
When evil deeds have their permissive pass, 
And not the punishment. Therefore, indeed, my father, 
I have on Angelo impos'd the office ; 
Who may, in the ambush of my name, strike home, 
And yet my nature never in the fight, 
To do in slander: And to behold his sway, 
I will, as "t were a brother of your order, 
Visit both prince and people: therefore, I prithee, 
Supply me with the habit, and instruct me 
How I may formally in person bear 
Like a true friar. More reasons for this action, 
At our more leisure shall I render you; 
Only this one :—Lord Angelo is precise; 
Stands at a guard with envy; scarce confesses 
That his blood flows, or that his appetite 
Is more to bread than stone: Hence shall we see, 
If power change purpose, what our seemers be. [Lxeunt. 


SCENE V.—A Nunnery. 


Enter IsaBeELLA and FRANCISCA. 


Isab. And have you nuns no further privileges ? 
Fran. Are not these large enough ? 

Jsab. Yes, truly : I speak not as desiring more : 
VOL. Il. T 
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But rather wishing a more strict restraint 

Upon the sisterhood, the votarists of saint Clare. 
Lucto, Ho! Peace be in this place! [ Within. 
Isab. Who 's that which calls? 
Fran. It is a man’s voice: Gentle Isabella, 

Tum you the key, and know his business of him; 

You may, I may not; you are yet unsworn : 

When you have vow'd, you must not speak with men, 

But. in the presence of the prioress : 

Then, if you speak, you must not show your face ; 

Or, if you show your face, you must not speak. 

He calls again; 1 pray you answer him. [Exit Fran. 
Isab. Peace and prosperity ! Who is ’t that calls? 


Enter Lucire. 


Lucio. Wail, virgin, if you be; as thoge cheek-roses 
Proclaim you are no less! Can you so stead me, 
As bring me to the sight of Isabella, 
A novice of this place, and the fair sister 
To her unhappy brother Claudio? 

Isab. Why her unhappy brother? let me ask ; 
The rather, for I now must make you know 
I am that Isabella, and his sister. 

Lucio. Gentle and fair, your brother kindly greets 

you: 

Not to be weary with you, he ’s in prison. 

Isab. Woe me! For what ? 

Lucio. For that, which if myself might be his judge, 
He should receive his punishment in thanks : 
He hath got his friend with child. 

Zsab. Sir, make me not your story.* 

Lucio. 'T is true. I would not—though "t is my 

familiar sin 
With maids to seem the lapwing, and to jest, 
Tongue far from heart,—play with all virgins so: 
I hold you as a thing enskied, and sainted ; 
® Make me not your story—invent me not your story. 
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By your renouncement, an immortal spirit ; 
And to be talk’d with in sincerity, 
As with a saint. 
Isab. You do blaspheme the good, in mocking me. 
Lucto. Do not believe it. Fewness and truth, ‘t is 
thus : 
Your brother and his lover* have embrac’d : 
As those that feed grow full; as blossoming time, 
That from the seedness the bare fallow brings 
To teeming foison; even so her plenteous womb 
Expresseth his full tilth and husbandry. 
Isab. Some one with child by him?—My cousin 
Juliet ? 
Lucio. 1s she your cousin ? 
Isab. Adoptedly; as schoolmaids change their 
names, 
By vain though apt affection. 
Lucio. She it is. 
Isab. O, let him marry her! 
Lucio. This is the point. 
The duke is very strangely gone from hence ; 
Bore many gentlemen, myself being one, 
- In hand, and hope of action: but we do learn 
By those that know the very nerves of state, 
His givings out were of an infinite distance 
From his true-meant design. Upon his place, 
And with full line of his authority, 
Governs lord Angelo: a man whose blood 
Is very snow-broth ; one who never feels 
The wanton stings and motions of the sense; 
But doth rebate and blunt his natural edge 
With profits of the mind, study and fast. 
He (to give fear to use and liberty, 
Which have, for long, run by the hideous law, 
As mice by lions) hath pick’d out an act, 
Under whose heavy sense your brother's life 
® Lover—mistreas. 


36 MEASURE FOR MEASURE, {Acr L 


Falls into forfeit: he arrests him on it; 

And follows close the rigour of the statute, 

To make him an example; all hope is gone, 
Unless you have the grace by your fair prayer 

To soften Angelo: And that "s my pith of business 
"Twixt you and your poor brother. 


Isab. Doth he so 
Seek his life ? 
Lucio. Hath censur’d* him already, 


And, as I hear, the provost hath a warrant 
For his execution. 
Isab. Alas! what poor 
Ability ‘s in me to do him good ? 
Lucio. Assay the power you have. 
Isab, My power! Alas! I doubt— 
Lucio. Qur doubts are traitors, 
And make us lose the good we oft might win, 
Ly fearing to attempt: Go to lord Angelo, 
And Jet him Jearn to know, when maidens sue 
Men give like gods; but when they weep aud kneel, 
All their petitions are as freely theirs 
As they themselves would owe them. 
Tsab. I "ll see what I can do. 
Lucio. But speedily. 
Tsab. I will about it straight ; 
No longer staying but to give the mother 
Notice of my affair. I humbly thank you ; 
Commend me to my brother: soon at night 
I °}] send him certain word of my success. 
Lucio. I take my leave of you. 
Isab. Good sir, adieu. [Ezeunt. 


® Cenrsur'd--sentenced. 
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ACT IT. 
SCENE I.—A Ifall in Angelo'’s House. 


Enter Anae..o, Escarus, a Justice, Provost,” Officers, 
and other Attendants. 


Ang. We must not make a scarecrow of the law, 
Setting it up to fear > the birds of prey, 
And let it keep one shape, till custom make it 
Their perch, and not their terror. 
Escal. Ay, but yet 
Let us be keen, and rather cut a little, 
Than fall,¢ and bruise to death : Alas! this gentleman, 
Whom I would save, had a most noble father. 
Let but your honour know, 
(Whom I believe to be most straight in virtue, ) 
That, in the working of your own affections, 
Had time coher’d with place, or place with wishing, 
Or that the resolute acting of our blood 4 
Could have attain’d the eflect of your own purpose, 
Whether you had not sometime in your Iife 
Err‘d in this point which now you censure him,® 
And pull'd the law upon you. 
Ang. °T is one thing to be tempted, Escalus, 
Another thing to fall. I not deny, 
The jury, passing on the prisoner's life, 
May, in the sworn twelve, have a thief or two 
Guiltier than him they try: What's open made to 
justice, 
® The Provost is here a hind of sherifl—a keeper of prisoners, 
& To fear—to affright. 
© Fall. The verb is here used actively. We still say to fall 
a@ tree; and probably Shakspere had this image in his mind. 


4 Our blood may mean, vur nature—the vature of man. 
€ We must understand for after censure him. 
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That justice seizes. What know the laws, 

That thieves do pass on * thieves? "T is very pregnant, 

The jewel that we find we stoop and take it, 

Because we see it; but what we do not see 

We tread upon, and never think of it. 

You may not so extenuate his offence, 

For ® J have had such faults; but rather tell me 

When I, that censure him, do so offend, | 

Let mine own judgment pattern out my death, 

And nothing come in partial. Sir, he must die. 
Lscal. Be it as your wisdom will. 


Ang. Where is the provost? 
Prov. Here, if it like your honour. 
Ang. See that Claudio 


Be executed by nine to-morrow morning : 

Bring him his confessor, let him be prepar’d ; 

For that. ’s the utmost of his pilgrimage. - [zit Prov. 
Escal. Well, Heaven forgive him ! and forgive usall ! 

Some rise by sin, and some by virtue fall : 

Some run from brakes of ice, and answer none ; 

And some condemned for a fault alone. 


Enter E.now, Frotru, Clown, Officers, &c. 


£lb. Come, bring them away: if these be good 
people in a commonweal that do nothing but use their 
abuses in common houses, I know no law; bring them 
away 

Any. How now, sir! What's your name? and what's 
the matter ? 

Elb. If it please your honour, I am the poor duke's 
constable, and my name is Elbow; I do lean upon 
justice, sir, and do bring in here before your good ho- 
nour two notorious benefactors. 

Ang. Benefactors? Well; what benefactors are they? 
are they not malefactors ? 

Elb. If it please your honour. I know not well what 

® Pass on—cundemn, adjudicate. b’ For—because. 
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they are: but precise villains they are, that I am sure 
of; and void of aj] profanation in the world, that good 
christians ought to have. 

Escal, This comes off well; here ’s a wise officer. 

Ang. Go to: What quality are they of? E)how is 
yourname? Why dost thou not speak, Elbow ? 

Clo. He cannot, sir; he's out at elbow. 

Ang. What are you, sir? 

Els. He, sir? a tapster, sir; parcel-bawd; one that 
serves a bad woman; whose house, sir, was, as they say, 
plucked down in the suburbs; and now she professes a 
hot-house, which, I think, is a very ill house too. 

Escal. How know you that? 

Elb. My wife, sir, whom I detest before Heaven and 
your hononr,— 

Escal. How! thy wife? 

Elb. Ay, sir; whom, I thank Heaven, is au honest 
woman,— 

Escal. Dost thou detest her therefore? 

Elb. I say, sir, I will detest myself also, as well as 
she, that this house, if it be not a bawd’s house, it is pity 
of her life, for it is a naughty house. 

Escal. How dost thou know that, constable? 

Els. Marry, sir, by my wife; who, if she had been a 
woman cardinally given, might have been accused in 
fornication, adultery, and all uncleanliness there. 

Escal. By the woman's means? 

Elb. Ay, sir, by mistress Overdone’s means: but as 
she spit in his face, so she defied him. 

Clo, Sir, if it please your honour, this is not so. 

Elb. Prove it before these varlets here, thou honour- 
able man, prove it. 

Escal. Do you hear how he misplaces ? To Ana. 

Clo. Sir, she came in great with child ; and longing 
(saving your honour’s reverence) for stewed prunes; sir, 
we had but two in the house, which at that very distant 
time stood, as it were, in a fruit-dish, a dish of some 
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three-pence; your honours have seen such dishes; they 
are not China dishes, but very good dishes. 

Escal. Go to, go to; no matter for the dish, sir. 

Clo. No, indeed, sir, not of a pin; you are therein 
in the right : but, to the point: As I say, this mistress 
Elbow, being, as I say, with child, and being great 
bellied, and longing, as I said, for prunes; and having 
but two in the dish, as J sail, master Froth here, this 
very man, having eaten the rest, as I said, and, as I 
say, paying for them very honestly ;—for, as you know, 
master roth, I could not give you three-pence again. 

Froth. No, indeed. 

Clo. Very well : you being then, if you be remem 
bered, cx racking the stones of the foresaid prunes. 

Froth. Ay, sol did, indeed. 

Clo. Why, very well: I telling you then, if you be 
remembered, that such a one, and eli .one, were past 
cure of the thing you wot of, unless they kept very good 
diet, as 1 told you. 

Froth. All this is true. 

Clo. Why, very well then. 

Escal. Come, you are a tedious fool + to the purpose. 
—What was dune to Elbow's wife, that he hath cause 
to complain of 2) Come me to what was done to her. 

Clo. Sir, your honour cannot come to that yet. 

Escal. No, sir, nor I mean it not. 

Clo. Sir, but you shall come to it, by your honour’s 
leave: And, I beseech you, look into master Froth here, 
sir; aman of fourscore pound a-year; whose father died 
at Hallowmas:— Was 't not at Hallowmas, master Froth ? 

Froth. All-hallownd eve. 

Clo. Why, very well; I hope here be truths: He, 
sir, silting, as 1 say, in a lower chair, sir;—'t was in 
the Bunch of Grapes, where, indeed, you have a delig'it 
to sit: Have you not? 

Froth. Ihave sv; because it is an open room, and 
good for winter 


Scenz I,J MEASURE FOR MEASURE, 811 


Clo. Why, very well then ;—I hope here be truths, 

Ang. This will last out a night in Russia, 

When nights are longest there: Ill take my leave, 
And leave you to the hearing of the cause ; 
Hoping you ‘Il find good cause to whip them all. 

Escal. I think no less : Good morrow to your lordship. 

[ ait ANGELO. 
Now, sir, come on: What was done to Elbow’s wife, once 
more ? 

Clo. Once, sir? there was nothing done to her once. 

Elb. 1 beseech you, sir, ask him what this man did 
to my wife. 

Clo. T beseech your honour, ask me. 

Escal. Well, sir: What did this gentleman to her? 

Clo. 1 beseech you, sir, look in fliis gentleman's face: 
—Good master Froth, look upon his honour; ‘tis fora 
good purpose: Doth your honour mark his face? 

Esscal. Ay, sir, very well. 

Clo. Nay, I beseech you, mark it well. 

escal, W oll, I do so. 

Clo. Doth your honour see any harm in his face ? 

Escal. Whi, no. 

Clo. TM be supposed upon a hook, his face is the 
worst thing about him: Good then; if his face be the 
worst thing about him, how could master Froth do the 
constable’s wife any harm? I would know that of 
your honour. 

Escal. He's in the right: Constable, what say you 
to it? 

Els. First, an it like you, the honse is a respected 
house; next, ‘hig i is a respected fellow ; and his mistress 
is a respected woman. 

Clo. By this hand, sir, his wife is a more respected 

rson than any of us all. 

El. Varlet, thou liest; thou liest, wicked varlet: 
the time is yet to come that she was ever respected, with 
man, woman, or child. 
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Clo. Sir, she was respected with him before he mar- 
ried with her. 

Escal. Which is the wiser here? Justice, or Iniquity ? 
—Is this true? 

Els. O thou caitiff! O thou varlet! O thou wicked 
Hannibal! I respected with her, before 1 was married 
to her! If ever j was respected with her, or she with 
me, Jet not your worship think me the poor duke’s 
officer :—Prove this, thou wicked Hannibal, or I'Jl 
have mine aetion of battery on thee. 

Escal. If he took you a box o’ th’ ear, you might 
have your action of slander too. 

lb. Marry, I thank your good worship for it: What 
is "t your worship's pleasure I should do with this wicked 
caitill? 

Escal. Truly, officer, because he hath some offences in 
him that thou wouldst discover if thou couldst, let him 
continue in his courses till thou know'st what they are. 

Elb. Marry, I thank your worship for it:—Thou 
seest, thou wicked varlet now, what ’s come upon thee ; 
thou art to continue now, thou varlet; thou art to con- 
tinue. 

Escal. Where were you born, friend? [To Froru. 

Froth. Here in Vienna, sir. 

Escal. Are you of fourscore pounds a-year ? 

Froth. Yes, an ‘t please you, sir. 

Escal. So.—What trade are you of, sir? [ To the Clo. 

Clo. A tapster; a poor widow's tapster. 

Escal. Your mistress’s name ? 

Clo. Mistress Overdone. 

Escal. Hath she had any more than one husband ? 

Clo. Nine, sir; Overdone by the last. 

Escal. Nine!—Come hither to me, master Froth. 
Master Froth, I would not have you acquainted with 
tapsters: they will draw you, master Froth, and you 
will hang them: Get you gone, and Jet me hear no 
more of you. 
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Froth. Y thank your worship: For mine own part, I 
never come into any room in a taphouse, but 1 am 
drawn in. 

Escal. Well; no more of it, master Froth: farewell. 
[Exit Froru.]—Come you hither to me, master tap 
ster; what ‘s your name, master tapster ? 

Clo. Pompey. 

Escal. What else? 

Clo. Bun, sir. 

Escal. 'Yroth, and your bum is the greatest thing 
about you; so that, in the beastliest sense, you are 
Pompey the great. Pompey, you are partly a bawd, 
Pompey, howsoever you colour it in being a tapster. 
Are you not? come, tell me true; it shall be the better 
for you. 

Clo. Truly, sir, Iam a poor fellow that would live. 

Escal. How would you live, Pompey? by being a 
hawd? What do you think of the trade, Pompey # is 
it a lawful trade % 

Clo. If the law would allow it, sir. 

Escal. But the Jaw will not allow it, Pompey: nor 
it shall not be allowed in Vienna. 

Clo. Does your worship mean to geld and splay all 
the youth of the city ? 

Escal. No, Pompey. 

Clo. Truly, sir, in my poor opinion, they will to ’t 
then: If your worship will take order for the drabs and 
the knaves, you need not to fear the bawds. 

Escal. There are pretty orders beginning, I can tell 
you: It is but heading and hanging. 

Clo. If you head and hang all that offend that way 
but for ten year together, you ‘ll be glad to give out a 
commission for more heads. If this law hold in Vienna 
ten year, I ‘ll rent the fairest house in it after three- 
pence a bay: If you live to see this come to pass, say, 
Pompey told you so. ; 

Escal. Thank you, good Pompey : and, in requital of 
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your prophecy, hark you,—TI advise you, Jet me not find 
you before me again upon any complaint whatsoever, 
no, not for dwelling where you do; 1f I do, Pompey, I 
shall beat you to your tent, and prove a shrewd Coesar 
to you; in plain dealing, Pompey, I shall have you 
whipped : so for this time, Pompey, fare you well, 

Clo. Tthank your worship for your ood counsel ; 
but I shall follow it as the flesh and fortune shall better 
determine. 

Whip me? No, no; Jet carman whip his jade ; 
The valiant heart ’s not whipped out. of his Fratle. [ Jez. 

Escal. Come hither to me, muster Elbow; come 
hither, master constable. How Jong have you been in 
this place of constable? 

d2l6, Seven year and a half, sir. 

Eseal. I thought, by your readiness in the office, you 
had continued in it some time: You say, seven years 
tovether ? 

Elb, And a half sir. 

Escal. Alas! it hath been great pains te you! They 
do you wrong to put you so oft upon ‘t; Are there not 
men in your ward suflicient to serve it? 

hilb, Faith, sir, few of any wit in such matters: as 
they are chosen, they are glad to choose me for them ; 
Ido it for some piece of money, and go through with all, 

seal. Look you bring me in the names of some six 
or seven, the most sufficient of your parish. 

Els, To your worship’s house, sir ¥ 

Escal. To my louse: Fare you well. [Exit ELnow.) 
What 's o'clock, think you? , 

Just. Eleren, sir. 

Escal. 1 pray you home to dinner with me. 

Just. I humbly thank you. 

Escal. It grieves me for the death of Claudio ; 

But there ‘s no remedy. 
Just. Lord Angelo is severe. 


Escal. It is but needful : 
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Mercy is not itself, that oft looks so; 

Pardon is still the nurse of second woe: 

But yet,—Poor Claudio !—There is no remedy. 

Come, sir. | Eeveat, 


SCENE II.—Another Room in the same, 
Enter Provost and @ Servant. 

Serv. He's hearing of a cause 3 he will come straight, 
IH tell bim of you, 

Prov. Pray you do. [Lerit Servant.| 17H know 
His pleasure; may be, he will relent: Alas, 
He hath but as offended ina dream! 
All sects, all ages, smack of this vice; and he 
To die for t— 

Enter ANGELO. 


Ang. Now, what ’s the matter, provost ? 

Pror, Is it your will Claudio shall die to-morrow ? 

Ang. Did not I tell thee, yea ? hadst thou not order? 
Why dost thou ask again ? 

Prov. Lest I might be too rash: 
Under your good correction, I have. seen, 

When, after execution, judgment hath 
Repented o'er his doom. 

Ang. Go to; let that be mine: 

Do you your office, or give up your place, 
And you shall well be spar‘d. 

Prov. I crave your honour’s pardon,— 
What shall be done, sir, with the groaning Juliet ? 
She ’s very near her hour. 

Ang. Dispose of her 
To some more fitter place; and that with speed, 


Re-enter Servant. 


Serv. Here is the sister of the man condemn’d, 
Desires access to you. 
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Ang. Hath he a sister ? 

Prov. Ay, my good Jord; a very virtuous maid, 
And to be shortly of a sisterhood, 
If not already. 

Ang. Well, let her be admitted. [ Exit Servant. 
See you, the fornicatress be remov'd ; 
Let her have needful, but not lavish, means; 
There shal] be order for it. 


Enter Lucio and IsaBeLna. 


Prov. Save your honour! [Offering to retire. 
Ang. Stay a little while—[7Jo Isas.] You are 
welcome: What ’s your will? 
Isab. 1 am a woeful suitor to your honour, 
Please but your honour hear me. 
Ang. Well; what 's your suit ? 
Jsab. There is a vice that most 1 do abhor, 
And most desire should meet the blow of justice; 
For which I would not plead, but that I must; 
For which I must not se but that I am 
At war, ’twixt will, and will not. 
Ang. Well; the matter ? 
Isab. I have a brother is condemn’d to die: 
I do beseech you, let it be his fault, 
And not my brother. ; 
Prov. Heaven give thee moving graces! 
Ang. Condemn the fault, and not the actor of it? 
Why, every fault ’s condemn‘d, ere it be done : 
Mine were the very cipher of a function, 
To fine® the faults, whose fine stands in record, 
And let go by the actor. 


Isab, O just, but severe law! 
I had a brother then.—Heaven keep your honour! 
[ Retiring. 


Imcio. [To Isan.] Give ’t not o'er so: to him again, 
entreat him ; 


® To sine is to sentence—to bring to an end. 
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Kneel down before him, hang upon his gown; 
You are too cold: if you should need a pin, 
You could not with more tame a tongue desire it: 
To him, I say. 
Isab. Must he needs die? 
Ang. Maiden, no remedy. 
Isab. Yes; I do think that you might pardon him, 
And neither Heaven, nor man, grieve at the mercy. 
Ang. I will not do ‘t. 
Tsab. But can you, if you would ? 
Ang. Look, what I will not that I cannot do. 
Isab. But might you do ’t, and do the world no 
wrong, 
If so your heart were touchd with that remorse 
As mine is to him ? 
Ang. He 's sentenc'd; "t is too late. 
Lucio. You are too cold. To Isa. 
Isab. Too late ? why, no; I, that do speak a word, 
May call it back again: Well believe this,* 
No ceremony that to great ones ‘longs, 
Not the kiny’s crown, nor the deputed sword, 
The marshal’s truncheon, nor the judge's robe, 
Become them with one half so good a grace 
As mercy does. 
If he had been as you, and you as he, 
You would have siivp'd like him; but he, like you, 
Would not have been so stern. 
Ang. Pray you, begone. 
Isab. I would to Heaven I had your potency 
And you were Isabel! should it then be thus? 
No; I would tell what ’t were to be a judge, 
And what a prisoner. 
Lucio. Ay, touch him; there’s the vein. [Aside. 
Ang. Your brother is a forfeit of the law, 
And you but waste your words. 
Isab. Alas! alas! 
© Well believe this—be well assured of this. 
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Why, all the souls that were, were forfeit once ; 
And Tle that might the vantage best have took 
Found out the remedy : How would you be, 
If He, which is the top of jadgment, should 
But judge you as you are? O, think on that ; 
And mercy then will breathe within your lips, 
Like man new made." 
Ang. Be you content, fair maid ; 
It is the law, not I, condemns your brother : 
Were he my kinsman, brother, or my son, 
It should be thus with him ;—he must die to-morrow. 
Isab. To-morrow ? QO, that ’s sudden! Spare him, 
spire him: 
He ’s not prepar'd for death! Even for our kitchens 
We kill the fowl of season ;» shall we serve Heaven 
With less respect than we do minister 
To our gross selves? Good, good my lord, bethink you: 
Who is it that hath died for this offence ? 
There ’s many have committed it. 
Lucio. Ay, well said. 
Ang. The law hath not been dead, though it hath 
slept : 
Those many had not dar‘d to do that evil, 
If the first that did the edict infringe 
Had answer'd for his deed; now, "t is awake; 
Takes note of what is done; and, like a prophet, 
Looks in a glass, that shows what future avila 
(Either now, or by remissness new-conceiv'd, 
And so in progress to be hatch’d and born) 
Are now to have no successive degrees, 
But where they live, to end. 
Isab. Yet show some pity. 
Ang. I show it most of all, when I show justice; 


® This has, we think, reference to the fine allusion to the 
redemption which has gone before: Think on that, and you will 
then be as merciful as a man regenerate. 

b The fowl of season—when in season. 
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For then I pity those I do not know, 
Which a dismiss'd offence would after gall; 
And do him right, that, answering one foul wrong, 
Lives not to act another. He satisfied ; 
Your brother dies to-morrow ; be content. 
Isab, So you must. be the first that gives this sentence : 
And he, that suffers : O, it is excellent 
To have a giant's strength; but it is tyrannous 
To use it like a giant. 
Lrcito. That ’s well said. 
Isab. Could creat men thunder 
As Jove himself does, Jove would ne’er be quiet, 
For every pelting, petty officer 
Would use his heaven for thunder: nothing but 
thunder. 
Merciful Heaven ! 
Thou rather, with thy sharp and sulphurous bolt, 
Splitt’st the unwedgeable and gnarled oak, 
Than the soft myrtle: But man, proud man! 
Dress'd in a little brief authority ; 
Most ignorant of what he 's most assur'd, 
His glassy essence,—like an angry ave. 
Plays such fantastic tricks before high Heaven, 
As make the angels weep : who, with our spleens, 
Would all themselves laugh mortal.® 
Lucio. O, to him, to him, wench: he will relent; 
He ’s coming, I perceive 't. 
Prov. Pray Heaven, she win him! 
Isab. We cannot weigh our brother with ourself: 
Great men may jest with saints: "t is wit in them ; 
But, in the less, foul profanation. 
Lucio, Thou ’rt in the right, girl; more o’ that. 
Isab. That in the captain ’s but a choleric word, 
Which in the soldier is flat blasphemy. 
Lucio. Art avis'd o’ that? more on ’t. 
* We understand this passage,—as they are angels, they weep 
at folly; if they had our spleens, they would /auyh, as mortals, 
VOL. III. U 
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Ang. Why do you put these sayings upon me? 
Isab. Because authority, though it err like others, 
Hath yet a kind of medicine in itself, 
That skins the vice o’ the top: Go to your bosom; 
Knock there; and ask your heart, what it doth know 
That ’s like my brother's fault; if it confess 
A natural guiltiness, such as is his, 
Let it not sound a thought upon your tongue 
Against my brother's life. 
Ang. She speaks, and ‘t is 
Such sense, that my sense breeds with it-—Fare you well. 
Isab. Gentle my Jord, turn back. 
Ang. 1 will bethink me :—Come again to-morrow. 
Isab. Wark, how 1711 bribe you: Good my lord, 
turn back. , 
Ang. How! bribe me? 
Isab. Ay, with such gifts that Heaven shall share 
with you, 
Luecto. You had marr’d all else. 
Isab. Not with fond shekels of the tested gold, 
Or stones, whose rates are either rich or poor 
As fancy values them; but with true prayers 
That shall be up at heaven, and enter thiere, 
Iere sunrise : prayers from preserved souls, 
From fasting maids, whose minds are dedicate 
To nothing temporal. 
Ang. Well: come to me to-morrow. 
Lucio. Go to: “tis well; away. [Aside to Isapen. 
Isab. Heaven keep your honour sate ! 
Ang. Amen : 
For I am that way going to temptation, [ Aside, 
Where prayers cross. 
Isab. At what hour to-morrow 
Shall I attend your lordship ? 
Ang. At any time ‘fore noon. 
Isad. Save your honour! 
[Exeunt Lucio, Isan., and Prov. 
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Ang. From thee; even from thy virtue !— 
What 's this? what ’s this? Is this her fault, or mine? 
The tempter or the tempted, who sins most? Ha! 

Not she; nor doth she tempt: but it is I, 

That, lying by the violet, in the sun, 

Do, as the carrion does, not as the flower, 

Corrupt with virtuous seasun. Can it be, 

That modesty may more betray our sense 

Than woman’s lightness? Having waste ground 
enough, 

Shall we desire to raze the sanctuary, 

And pitch our evils there? QO, fie, fie, fie ! 

What dost thou? or what art thou, Angelo? 

Dost thou desire her foully, for those things 

That make her good? O, let her brother live: 

Thieves for their robbery have authority, 

When judges steal themselves. What? do I love her, 

That I desire to hear her speak again, 

And feast upon her eyes? What is *t I dream ou? 

O cunning enemy, that, to catch a saint, 

With saints dost bait thy hook! Most dangerous 

Is that temptation, that doth goad us on 

To sin in loving virtue: never could the strumpet, 

With all her double vigour, art, and nature, 

Once stir my temper; but this virtuous maid 

Subdues me quite :—Ever till now, 

When men were fond, I smil’d and wonder’d how. [Exié. 


SCENE III.—A [oom in a Prison. 
Enter Duxe, habited like a Friar, and Provost. 


Duke. Hail to you, provost! so I think you are. 
Prov. I am the provost: What's your will, good 
friar ? 
Duke. Bound by my charity, and my bless‘d order 
I come to visit the afflicted spirits 
Here in the prison: do me the common righit 
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To let me sce them; and to make me know 
The nature of their crimes, that I may minister 
To them accordingly. 
Prov. I would do more than that if more were needful 


Inter Juurer. 


Look, here comes one; a gentlewoman of imine, 

Who, falling in the flaws of her own youth, 

Hath blister'd her report: She is with child ; 

And he that got it, senfenc’d : a young man 

More fit to do another such offence, 

Than die for this. 

Dake. When must he die ? 

Prov. As T do think, to-morrow.~— 

I have provided for you; stay a while, 

And you shall be conducted. — [To Jurirv. 
Duke, Repent you, fair one, of the sin you carry ? 
Juliet, Ido; and bear the shame most patiently. 
Duke. I'll teach you how you shall arraign your 

conscience, 

And try your penitence, if it be sound, 

Or hollowly put on. 

Juliet. I} gladly learn. 

Duke. Love you the man that wrongd you ? 

Juliet. Yes, as I love the woman that wrong‘d him. 

Duke. So then, it seems, your most offenceful act 
Was mutually committed ? 

Julret. Mutually. 

Duke. Then was your sin of heavier kind than his. 

Juliet. I do confess it, and repent it, father. 

Duke. °T is meet so, daughter: but lest you do repent, 
As that the sin hath brought you to this shame,— 
Which sorrow is always toward ourselves, not Heaven; 
Showing, we would not spare Heaven, as we love it, 
But as we stand in fear, — 

Juliet. I do repent me, as it is an evil ; 

And take the shame with joy, 
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Duke. There rest. 
Your partner, as I hear, must die to-morrow, 
And 1 am going with instruction to him.— 
Grace go with you! Benedicite ! [ Exit. 
Julict, Must die to-morrow! O, injurious love, 
That respites me a life, whose very comfort 
Is still a dying horror! 
Prov. "T is pity of him, [ Paccune. 


SCENE IV.—A Room in Angelo's House. 
Enter ANGELO. 
Ang. When I would pray and think, I think and pray 


To several subjects: Heaven hath my empty words; 
Whilst my invention,” hearing not my tongue, 
Auchors on Isabel: Heaven in my mouth, 
As if I did but only chew his name; 
And in my heart, the strong and swelling evil 
Of my conception: The state whereon I studied 
Is like a good thing, being often read, 
Grown fear'd and tedious; yea, my gravity, 
Wherein (let no man hear me) I take pride, 
Could 1, with boot,” change for an idle plume, 
Which the air beats for vam. O place! O form! 
How often dost thou with thy case,° thy habit, 
Wrench awe froin fools, and tie the wiser souls 
To thy false seeming! Blood, thou art blood : 
Let ’s write good angel on the devil's horn, 
°T is not the devil's crest. 
Enter Servant. 

How now, who ’s there ? 

Serv. One Isabel, a sister, 
Desires access to you. 

Ang. Teach her the way. O Heavens! [zit Serv, 


® Invention--imagination. b Buot—advantage. 
© Case —outside. 
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Why does my blood thus muster to my heart, 
Making both it unable for itself, 

And dispossessing all my other parts 

Of necessary fitness ? 

So play the foolish throngs with one that swoons ; 
Come all to help him, and go stop the air 

By which he should revive: and even so 

The general,® subject to a well-wish’d king, 
Quit their own part, and in obsequious fondness 
Crowd to his presence, where their untaught love 
Must needs appear oflence. 


Enter ISABELLA. 


How now, fair maid ? 

Isab. I am come to know your pleasure. 
Ang. That you might know it would much better 
please me, 

Than to demand what *t is. Your brother cannot live. 
Isab, Even so.— Heaven keep your honour! [| Retiring 
Ang. Yet may he live a while; and, it may be, 

As long as you, or I: yet he must die. 

Isab, Under your sentence ? 
Ang. Yea. 
Isab. When, I beseech you? that in his reprieve, 

Longer, or shorter, he may be so fitted, 

That his soul sicken not. 

Ang. Ha! Fie, these filthy vices! It were as good 

To pardon him that hath from nature stolen 

A man already made, as to remit 

Their saucy sweetness, that do coin Heaven’s image 

In stamps that are forbid: ’t is all as easy 

Falsely to take away a life true made, 

As to put mettle in restrained means, 

To mule a false one. 

Isab. ’'T is set down so in heaven, but not in earth. 
Ang. Say you so? then I shall poze you quickly. 
® The general—the people. 
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Which had you rather, That the most just law 
Now took your brother’s life; or, to redeem him, 
Give up your body to such sweet uncleanness, 
As she that he hath stain’d ? 

Isab, Sir, believe this, 

I had rather give my body than my soul, 

Ang. I talk not of your soul: Our compell’d sins 
Stand more for number than for accom)t. 

Isab. How say you? 

Ang. Nay, I ‘ll not warrant that; for I can speak 
Against the thing I say. Answer to this ;— 

I, now the voice of the recorded law, 
Pronounce a sentence on your brother's life: 
Might there not be a charity in sin, 

To save this brother's life ? 

Isab. Please you to do 't, 
I ‘ll take it as a peril to my soul, 

It is no sin at ik but charity. 

Ang. Pleas’d you to do ’t, at peril of your soul, 
Were equal poise of sin and charity. 

Isab. That I do beg his life, if it be sin, 

Heaven let me bear it! you granting of my suit, 
If that be sin, I ‘ll make it my mor prayer 

To have it added to the faults of mine, 

And nothing of your answer.® 

Ang. Nay, but hear me: 
Your sense pursues not mine: either you are ignorant, 
Or seem s0, craftily ; and that ’s not good. 

Isab. Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good, 
But graciously to know I am no better. 

Ang. Thus wisdom wishes to appear most bright, 
When it doth tax itself: as these black masks 
Proclaim an enshield beauty ten times louder 
Than beauty could, displayed.—But mark me; 

To be received plain, I ‘Il speak more gross : 
Your brother is to die. 
® Your answer—for you to answer. 
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Isab. So. 
Ang. And his offence is so, as it appears 
Accountant to the law upon that pain. 
Isab. True. 
Ang. Admit no other way to save his life, 
(As I subscribe not that, nor any other, 
But in the loss of question,) that you, his sister, 
Finding yourself desir'd of such a person, 
Whose credit with the judge, or own great place, 
Could fetch your brother from the manacles 
Of the all-binding law; and that there were 
No earthly mean tu save him, but that either 
You must lay down the treasures of your body 
To this suppos'd, or else to let hina suffer ; 
What would you do? 
Isab. As miuch for my poor brother as myself: 
That is, Were ] under the terms of death, 
The impression of keen whips I “d wear as rubies, 
And strip myself to death, as to a bed 
That longing had been sick for, ere 1°d yield 
My body up to shame. 
Ang. Then must your brother die. 
Isab. And ‘t were the cheaper way : 
Better it were a brother died at once, 
Than that a sister, by redeeming lim, 
Should die for ever. 
Ang. Were not you then as cruel as the sentence 
That you have slanderd so? 
Jsab. Ugnomy in ransom, and free pardon, 
Are of two houses : lawful mercy 
Is nothing kin to foul redemption. 
Ang. You secem‘d of late to make the Jaw a tyrant ; 
And rather prov’d the sliding of your brother 
A merriment, than a vice. 
Isab. O, pardon me, my lord; it oft falls out, 
To have what we would have, we speak not what we 
mean 
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I something do excuse the thing I hate, 
For his advantage that I dearly love. 
Ang. We are all frail. 
Isab. Else let my brother die, 
If not a feodary, but only he 
Owe, and succeed thy weakness. 
Ang. Nay, women are frail too. 
Isab, Ay, as the glasses where they view themselves; 
Which are as casy broke as they make forms. 
Women !—Help Heaven! men their creation mar 
In profiting by them. Nay, call us ten times frail ; 
For we are soft as our complexions are, 
And credulous to false prints. 
Ang. I think it well: 
And from this testimony of your own sex, 
(Since, I suppose, we are made to be no stronger 
Thau faults may shake our frames,) let me be buld ;-~ 
I do arrest your words: Be that you are, 
That is, a woman; if you be more, you ‘re none ; 
If you be one, (as you are well express'd 
By all external warrants, ) show it now, 
By putting on the destin’d livery. 
Isab. I have no tongue but one: gentle my Jord, 
Let me entreat you speak the former language. 
Ang. Plainly conceive, I love you. 
Isab. My brother did love Juliet; and you tell ine 
That he shall die for it. 
Ang. He shall not, Isabel, if you give me love, 
Isab. I know, your virtue hath a licence in "t, 
Which seems a little fouler than it is, 
To pluck on others. 
Ang. Believe me, on mine honour, 
My words express my purpose. 
Isa’. Ha! little honour to be much believ'd, 
And most pernicious purpose !—Seeming, seeming !— 
I will aa Bre thee, Angelo; look for ’t: 
Sign me a present pardon fur my brother, 
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Or, with an outstretch'd throat, I °ll tell the world aloud, 

What man thou art. 
Ang. Who will believe thee, Isabel ? 

My unsoil’d name, the austereness of my life, 

My vouch against you, and my place i’ the state, 

Wiil sc your accusation overweigh, 

That you shall stifle in your own report, 

And sme] of calumny. I have begun 

And now I give my sensual race the rein: 

Fit thy consent to my sharp appetite ; 

Lay by all nicety, and roliaious blushes, 

That banish what they sue for; redeem thy brother 

By yielding up thy body to my will; 

Or else he must not only die the death, 

But thy unkindness shall his death draw out 

To lingering sufferance : answer me to-morrow, 

Or, by the affection that now guides me most, 

I'll prove a tyrant to him: As for you, 

Say what you can, my false o’erweighs your true. [Evzit. 
Isab. To whom should I complain? Did I tell this, 

Who would believe me? O perilous mouths, 

That bear in them one and the self-same tongue, 

Kither of condemnation or approof ! 

Bidding the law make court’sy to their will ; 

Hooking both right and wrong to the appetite, 

To follow as it draws! I ‘ll to my brother : 

Though he hath fallen by prompture* of the blood, 

Yet hath he in him such a mind of honour, 

That, had he twenty heads to tender down 

On twenty bloody blocks, he 'd yield them up, 

Before his sister should her body stoop 

To such abhorr'd pollution. 

Then, Isabel, live chaste, and, brother, die: 

More than our brother is our chastity. 

I'll tell him yet of Angelo’s request, 

And fit his mind to death, for his soul's rest. [Exit 

Prompture—suggestion. 
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ACT III. 
SCENE I.—A Room tn the Prison. 


Enter Dux, Cuaupio, and Provost. 


Duke. So, then you hope of pardon from lord 
Angelo ? 
Claud, The miserable have no other medicine, 
But only hope: 
I have hope to live, and am prepar’d to die. 

Duke. Be absolute for death; either death, or life, 
Shall thereby be the sweeter. Reason thus with life: 
If I do lose thee, I do lose a thing 
That none but fools would keep: a breath thou art, 
(Servile to all the skiey influences, ) 

That dost this habitation, where thou keep’st, 

Hourly afflict: merely, thou art death's fool ; 

For him thou labour'st by thy flight to shun, 

And yet runn’st toward him still: Thou art not noble; 
For all the accommodations that thou Lear’st 

Are nurs'd by baseness: Thou art by no means valiant; 
For thou dost fear the soft and tender fork 

Of a poor worm: Thy best of rest is sleep, 

And that thou oft provok’st; yet grossly fear’st 

Thy death, which is no more. Thou art not thyself; 
For thou exist’st on many a thousand grains 

That issue out of dust: Happy thou art not: 

For what thou hast not still thou striv’st to get; 

And what thou hast, forgett’st : Thou art not certain ; 
For thy complexion shifts to strange eflects, 

After the moon: If thou art rich, thou art poor; 

For, like an ass whose back with ingots bows, 

Thou bear'st thy heavy riches but a journey, 

And death unloads thee: Friend hast thou none; 
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For thine own bowels, which do call thee sire, 
The mere effusion of thy proper loins, 
Do curse the gout, ser pigo, and the rheum, 
Yor ending thee no sooner: Thou hast nor youth, nor 
aze; 

But, as it were, an after-dinner’s sleep, 
Dreaming on both: for all thy blessed youth 
Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms 
Of palsied eld >" and when thou art old, and rich, 
Thou hast neither heat, affection, limb, nor beauty 
To make thy riches pleasant. What's yet in this, 
That bears the name of life? Yet in this life 
Lie hid more thousand deaths: yet death we fear, 
That makes these odds all even. 

Claud. I humbly thank you. 
To sue to live, I find I seek to die; 
And seeking death find life: Let it come on. 


Enter Isawenua. 


Isab. What, ho! Peace here; grace and good 
company | 

Prov, Wno ’s there? come in: the wish deserves a 
welcome. 

Duke. Wear sir, ere long I ‘ll visit you again, 

Claud. Most holy sir, 1 thank you. 

Tsab. My business is a word or two with Claudio. 

Prov. And very welcome. Look, signior, here ’s 
your sister. 

Duke. Provost, a word with you. 


Prov. As many as you please. 
Duke. Bring me to hear them speak, where I may 
be conceal'd. [Exeunt Douxe and Prov. 


Claud. Now, sister, what ’s the comfort ? 
Isab, Why, as all comforts are; most good, most 
good indeed : 
Lord Angelo, having affairs to heaven, 
® Eld—old age, or old people. 
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Intends you for his swift ambassador, 

Where you shall be an everlasting leiger : 
Therefore your best appointment make with speed ; 
‘To-morrow you set on. 

Claud, Is there no remedy ? 

Isab. None, but such remedy as, to save a head, 
To cleave a heart in twain. 

Claud. But is there any ? 

Isab. Yes, brother, you may live ; 

There is a devilish mercy in the judge, 
If you ‘ll implore it, that will free your life, 
But fetter you till death. 

Claud. Perpetual durance ? 

Isab. Ay, just, perpetual durance ; a restraint, 
Though all the world’s vastidity you had, 

To a determin’d scope. 

Claud. But im what nature ? 

Isab. In such a one as (you consenting to "f) 
Would bark your honour from that trunk you beay, 
And leave you naked. 

Claud. Let me know the point. 

Isab. O, Ido fear thee, Claudio; and I quake, 
Lest thou a feverous life shouldst entertain, 

And six or seven winters more respect 

Than a perpetual honour. Dar'st. thou die ? 
The sense of death is most in apprehension; 

And the poor beetle, that we tread upon, 

In corporal sufferance finds a pang as great 

As when a giant dies. 

Claud. Why give you me this shame? 
Think you I can a resolution fetch 
From flowery tenderness? If I must die, 

I will encounter darkness as a bride, 
And hug it in mine arms. 
Isab. There spake my brotha, there my father’s 
grave 
Did utter forth a voice! Yes, thou must die: 
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Thou art too noble to conserve a life 
In base appliances. This outward-sainted deputy,— 
Whose sett ed visage and deliberate word 
Nips youth i’ the head, and follies doth emmew, 
As falcon doth the fowl, —is yet a devil; 
His filth within being cast, he would appear 
A pond as deep as hell. 
Claud, The precise Angelo? 
Isab. O, 't is the cunning livery of hell, 
The damned’st body to invest and cover 
In precise guards! Dost thou think, Claudio, 
If I would yield him my virginity, 
Thou might’st be freed 4 
Claud. O, Heavens! it cannot be. 
Isab. Yes, he would give 't thee, from this rank 
offence, 
So to offend him still: This night ’s the time 
That I should do what I abhor to name, 
Or else thou diest to-morrow. - 
Claud. Thou shalt not do 't. 
Isab. O, were it but my life, 
I ’d throw it down for your deliverance 
As frankly as a pin. 
Claud. Thanks, dear Isahel. 
Isab. Be ready, Claudio, for your death to-morrow. 
Claud. Yes.—Has he affections in him, 
That thus can make him bite the law by the nose, 
When he would force it? Sure it is no sin; 
Or of the deadly seven it is the least. 
Isab. Which is the least ? 
Claud. If it were damnable, he, being so wise, 
Why would he for the momen trick 
Be perdurably fin’d ?—O Isabel ! 
Isab. What says my brother ? 
Claud. Death is a fearful thing. 
Zsad. And shamed life a hateful. 
Claud. Ay, but to die, and go we know not where; 
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To lie in cold obstruction, and to rot; 

This sensible warm motion to become 

A kneaded clod ; and the delighted ® spirit 
To bathe in fiery floods, or to reside 

In thrilling regions of thick-ribbed ice ; 

To be imprison’d in the viewless winds, 

And blown with restless violence round about 
The pendent world; or to be worse than worst 
Of those, that lawless and incertain thoughts 
Imagine howling !—’t is too horrible! 

The weariest and most loathed worldly life, 
That age, ach, penury, and imprisonment 
Can lay on nature, is a paradise 

To what we fear of death. 

Isab. Alas! alas! 

Claud. Sweet sister, let me live: 
What sin you do to save a brother’s life, 
Nature dispenses with the deed so far, 
That it becomes a virtue. 

Isab. O, you beast! 
O, faithless coward ! O, dishonest wretch! 
Wilt thou be made a man out of my vice? 
Is ‘t not a kind of incest, to take life 
From thine own sister’s shame? What should I think ? 
Heaven shield, my mother play’d my father fair! 
For such a warped slip of wilderness » 
Ne'er issued from his blood. Take my defiance ; 
Die; perish! might but my bending down 
Reprieve thee from thy fate, it should proceed : 
I ‘ll pray a thousand prayers for thy death, 
No word to save thiee. 

Claud. Nay, hear me, Isabel. 

Isab. O fic, fie, fie! 
Thy sin ’s not accidental, but a trade : 


® Delighted. Does not the word (de-lighted) mean removed 
from the regions of light, which is a strictly classic use of the 
prepositive particle de, and very frequent in Shakspere ? 

» WP ilderness—wildness, 


334 MEASURE FOR MEASURE. {Acr ILI. 


Mercy {to thee would prove itself a bawd : 
"T is best that thou diest quickly. { Going. 
Claud. O hear me, Isabella. 


Re-enter Duke. 

Duke. Vouchsafe a word, young sister, but one word. 

Isab. What is your will ? 

Duke. Might you dispense with your leisure, I would 
by and by have some speech with you : the satisfaction 
I would require is likewise your own benefit. 

Isab. Thave no superfluous leisure ; my stay must be 
stolen oul of other affairs ; but I will attend you a while 

Duke, | To Ciaupro, aside.) Son, 1 have overheard 
what hath passed between you and your sister. Angelo 
had never the purpose to corrupt her; only he hath 
made an assay of her virtue, to practise his judgment 
with the disposition of natures; she, haying the truth of 
honour in her, hath made him that gracious denial 
which he is most glad fo receive: Iam confessor to 
Angelo, and 1 know this to be true; therefore prepare 

ourself to death: Do not satisfy your resolution with 
1opes that are fallible: to-morrow you must die; go to 
your knees, and make ready. 

Claud. Let me ask my sister pardon. I am so out of 
love with life, that I will sue to be rid of it. 

Duke. Hold you there: farewell. [Exit Cuaup. 


Re-enter Provost. 


Provost, a word with you. 

Prov. What 's your will, father ? 

Duke. That now you are come you will be gone: 
Leave me a while with the maid; my mind promises 
with my habit no loss shall touch her by my company. 

Prov. In good time." [Exit Prov. 

Duke. The hand that hath made you fair hath made 
bite good: the goodness that is cheap in beauty makes 

uty brief in goodness; but grace, being the soul of 
your complexion, should keep the body of it ever fair. 
_© In good time—very well, a la bonne hevre. 
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The assault that Angelo hath madeto you, fortune hath 
conveyed to my understanding ; and, but that frailty 
hath examples for his falling, L should wonder at An- 
gelo. How will you do to content this substitute, and 
tou save your brother? 

Isab. I am now going to resolve him: I had rather 
my brother die by the law, than my son should be un- 
Jawfully born. But O, how much is the good duke 
deceived in Angelo! If ever he return, and I can speak 
to him, 1 will open my lips in vain, or discover his go- 
vernment. 

Duke. That shall not be much amiss: Yet, as the 
matter now stands, he will avoid your accusation 5; he 
made trial of you only.—Therefore, fasten your ear on 
my adyisings; to the love I have in doing good. A re 
medy presents itself. I do make myself believe that 
you may most uprighteousl y doa poor wronged lady a 
merited benefit; redeem your brother from the angry 
law; do no stain to your own gracious person; and 
much please the absent duke, if, peradventure, he shall} 
ever return to have a hearmg of this business. 

Isab. Let me hear you speak further; I have spirit 
to do anything that appears not foul in the truth of my 
spirit. 

Duke. Vistue is bold, and goodness never fearful, 
Have you not heard speak of Mariana, the sister of Fre- 
derick, the great soldier, who miscarried at sea ? 

Isab. I have heard of the lady, and good words went 
with her name. 

Duke. She should this Angelo have married; was 
affianced to her by oath, and the nuptial appointed : 
between which time of the contract and Jimit of the 
solemnity, her brother Frederick was wracked at sea, 
having in that perished vessel the dowry of his sister. 
But mark, how heavily this befel to the poor gentlewo- 
man: there she lost a noble and renowned brother, in 
his love toward her ever most kind and natural; with 
him the portion and sinew of her fortune, her marriage- 

VOL. IT. Vv 
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dewry; with both, her combinate* husband, this well- 
seeming Angelo. 

Tsab. Can this be so? Did Angelo so leave her ? 

Duke. Left her in her tears, and dried not one of 
them with his comfort; swallowed his vows whole, pre- 
tending, in her, discoveries of dishonour; in few, be- 
stowed her on her own lamentation, which she yet wears 
for his sake; and he, a marble to ber tears, is washed 
with them, but relents not. 

Isab. What a merit were it in death, to take this 
wor maid from the world! What corruption in this 
Hite, that it will let this man live !—But how out of thig 
can she avail ? 

Duke. It is arupture that you may easily heal; and 
the cure of it not only saves your brother, but keeps you 
from dishonour in doing it. 

Isab, Show me how, good father. 

Duke. This fore-named maid hath yet in her the con- 
tinuance of her first affection; his unjust unkindness, 
that in all reason should have quenched her love, hath, 
likean impediment in the current, made it more violent 
and unruly. Go you to Angelo; answer his requiring 
with a plausible obedience; agree with his demands to 
the point: only refer yourself to this advantage,—first, 
that your stay with him may not be long; that the time 
may have all shadow and silence in it; and the place 
answer to convenience: this being granted in course, 
now follows all. We shall advise this wronged maid 
to steal up your appointment, go in your place; if the 
encounter acknowledge itself hereafter, it may compe] 
him to her recompense : and here, by this, is your bro- 
ther saved, your honour untainted, the poor Mariana 
advantaged, and the corrupt deputy scaled. The maid 
will I frame, and make fit for his attempt. If you 
think well to carry this as you may, the doubleness of 
the benefit defends the deceit from reproof. What think 
you of it? 

* Combisate—Dbetrothed. 
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Isab. The image of it gives me content already ; and, 
I trust, it will grow to a most prosperous perfection. 

Duke. It lies much in your holding up: Haste you 
speedily to Angelo; if for this night he entreat you 10 
his bed, give him promise of satisfaction. 1 will pre- 
sently to St. Luke's; there, at the moated grange, re- 
sides this dejected Mariana: At that place call upon 
me; and despatch with Angelo, that it may be quickly, 

Isab. 1 thank you for this comfort: Fare you well, 
good father. [ Pxreunt severally. 

SCENE Il.—The Street before the Prison. 

Enter Duxe, as a@ Friar; to him Evsow, Clown, 

and Officers. 

Els. Nay, if there be vo remedy for it, but that you 
will needs buy and sell men and women like beasts, 
we shall have all the world drink brown and white 
bastard. 

Duke. O, Heavens! what stuff is here? 

Clo. "T was never merry world, since, of two usuries, 
the merriest was put down, and the worser allowed by 
erder of law a furred gown to keep him warm ; anil 
furred with fox and lambskins tco, to signify, that craft, 
being richer than innocency, stands for the facing. 

Elb. Come your way, sir:—Bless you, good father 
friar. 

Duke. And you, good brother father: What offence 
hath this man made you, sir? 

Elb. Marry, sir, he hath offended the law; and, sir, 
we take him to bea thief too, sir; for we have found 
upon him, sir, a strange pick-lock, which we have sent 
to the deputy. 

Duke. Fie, sirrah ; a bawd, a wicked bawd ! 

The evil that thou causest to be done, 

That is thy means to live: Do thou but think 
What ‘t is to cram a maw, or clothe a back, 
From such a filthy vice: say to thyself,— 
From their abominable and beastly touclics 
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I drink, I eat, array myself, and live. 
Canst thou believe thy living is a life, 
So stinkingly depending? Go, mend ; go, mend. 

Clo, Indeed, it does stink in some sort, sir; but yet, 
sir, L would prove— é 

Duke. Nay, if the devil have given thee proofs for sin, 
Thou wilt prove lis. Take him to prison, officer. 
Correction and instruction must both work, 

Ere this rude beast will profit. 

Lilb, He must before the deputy, sir; he has given 
him warming: the deputy cannot abide a whoremaster : 
if he be a whoremonger, and comes before him, he were 
as good go a nile on his errand. 

Duke. That we were all, as some would seem to be, 
From our faults, as faults from seeming, free! 


Enter Lucio. 


Lib. Wis neck will come to your waist, a cord, sir. 

Clo. Ispy comfort; I cry, bail: Here's a gentle 
man, and a friend of mine. 

Lucio. How now, noble Pompey? What, at the 
wheels of Cassar? Art thou Jed in triumph? What, 
is there none of Pygmalion’s images, ei y made wo- 
man, to be had now, for putting the hand in the pocket 
and extracting it clutched ? What reply? Ha? What 
sayest thou to this tune, matter. and method? Is "t not 
drowned 1° the last rain? Ha? What sayest thou, trot ? 
Is the world as it was, man? Which is the way? Is 
it sad, and few words? Or how? The trick of it? 

Duke, Still thus, and thus! still worse ! 

Lucio. How doth my dear morsel, thy mistress? 
Procures she still? Ha? | 

‘lo. Troth, sir, she hath eaten up all her beef, and 
she is herself in the tub. 

Lucio. Why, ‘t is good ; it is the right of it: it must 
be so: Ever your fresh whore, and your powdered bawd : 
An unshunned consequence ; it must be so: Art going 
tu prison, Pompey ? 
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Clo. ¥ea, faith, sir. 

Lucio. Why, “t is not amiss, Pompey: Farewell; 
Go; say, I sent thee thither. For debt, Pompey 2 Or 
how ? 

El, For being a bawd, for being a bawd. 

Lucio. Well, then imprison him: If imprisonment 
be the due of a bawd, why, ‘t is his right: Bawa is he, 
doubtless, and of antiquity too: bawd-born. Farewell, 
good Pompey : Commend me to the prison, Pompey : 
You will tarn good husband now, Pompey ; you will 
keep the house. 

Clo. I hope, sir, your good worship will be my bail, 

Lucio, No, indeed, will I not, Pompey 3 it is not the 
wear. I will pray, Pompey, to increase your bondage : 
if you take it not patiently, why. your mettle is the 
more: Adieu, trusty Pompey.—Bless you, friar. 

Duke. And you. 

Fawio. Does Bridget paint still, Pompey ? Wa? 

Elb. Come your ways, sir; come. 

Clo. You will not bail me then, sir ? 

Lucio. Then, Pompey, — nor now. — What news 
abroad, friar? What news ? 

Elk, Come your ways, sir; come. 

Lucio. Go,—to kennel, Pompey, go: 

| Exeunt Kinow, Clown, and Officers. 
What news, friar, of the duke? 

Duke. I know none: Can you tell me of any ? 

Lucio. Some say he 1s with the emperor of Russia; 
other some, he is in Rome: But where is he, think you # 

Duke. I know not where: But wheresvever, I wish 
him well. 

Lucio. It was a mad fantastical trick of him, to steal 
from the state, and usurp the beggary he was never born 
to. Lord Angelo dukes it well in his absence; he puts 
transgression to ‘t. 

Duke. He does well in ‘t. 

Lucio. A little more lenity to lechery would do no 
harm in him: something too crabbed that way, friar. 
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Duke. It is too general a vice, and severity must 
cure it. 

Lucio. Yes, in good sooth, the vice is of a great kin- 
dred; it is well allied: but it is impossible to extirp 
it quite, friar, till eating and drinking be put down. 
They say, this Angelo was not made by man and wo- 
man, after this downright way of creation: Is it true, 
think you ? 

Duke. How should he be made, then ? 

Lucio. Some report, a sea-maid spawned him :— 
Some, that he was begot between two stock-fishes :— But 
it is certain, that when he makes water his urine is con- 
gealed ice; that I know to be true: and he is a motion 
generative; that ’s infallible. 

Duke, You are pleasant, sir; and speak apace. 

Lucio. Why, what a ruthless thing is this in him, for 
the rebellion of a codpiece to take away the life of a 
man! Would the duke, that is absent, have done this ? 
Ere he would have hanged a man for the getting a hun- 
dred bastards, he would have paid for the nursing a 
thousand : He had some feeling of the sport; he knew 
the service, and that instructed him to mercy. 

Duke. I never heard the absent duke much detected 
for women ; he was not inclined that way. 

Lucio. O, sir, you are deceived. 

Duke. °T is not possible. 

Lucio. Who not the duke? yes, your beggar of 
fifty ;—and his use was, to put a ducat in her clack- 
dish; the duke had crotchets in him: He would be 
drunk too; that let me inform you. 

Duke. You do him wrong, surely. 

Lucto. Sir, was an inward" of his: A shy fellow 
was the duke: and, I believe, I know the cause of his 
withdrawing. | 

Duke. What, I prithee, might be the cause ¢ 

Lucio. No,—pardon ;—'t is a secret must be locked 
within the teeth and the lips: but this I can Jet you 

* Jnward—intimate. 
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understand,—The greater file of the subject® held the 
duke to be wise. 

Duke. Wise? why, no question but he was. 

Lucio. A very superticial, ignorant, unweighing fellow. 

Duke. Hither this is envy in you, folly, or mistaking ; 
the very stream of his life, and the business he hath 
helmed,’ must, upon a warranted need, give him a 
better proclamation. Let him be but testimonied in 
his own bringings forth, and he shall appear to the en- 
vious a scholar, a statesman, and a soldier: Therefore, . 
you speak unskilfully ; or, if your knowledge be more, 
it is much darkened in your malice. 

Lucio. Sir, I know him, and I love him. 

Duke. Love talks with better knowledge, and know- 
ledge with dearer love. 

Lucio, Come, sir, 1 know what I know. 

Duke. I can hardly believe that, since you know not 
what you speak. But, if ever the duke return, (as our 
prayers are he may,) let me desire yon to make your 
answer before him: If it be honest you have spoke, you 
have courage to maintain it: Iam bound to call upon 
you; and, I pray you, your name. 

Lucto. Sir, my name is Lucio; well known to the 
duke. 

Duke. He shall know you better, sir, if I may live to 
report you. 

Lucio. I fear you not. 

Duke. Q, you hope the duke will return no more; or 
you imagine me too unhurtful an opposite.< But, in- 
deed, I can do you little harm: you ‘Il forswear this 
again. 

Lucio. I'll be hanged first: thou art deceived in me, 
friar. But no more of this: Canst thou tell if Claudio 
die to-morrow, or no? 

Duke. Why should he dig, sir? 

Lucio. Why # for filling a bottle with a tun-dish. I 


* The greater number of the people. 
» Helmed—steered through. * Opposite—udversary. 
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would the duke we talk of were returned again: this 

ungenitured agent will unpeople the province with con- 

tinency ; sparrows must not build in his house-eaves, 

because they are Jecherous. The duke yet would have 

dark deeds darkly answered; he would never bring 

them to light: would he were returned! Marry, this 

Claudio is condemned for untrnssing. Farewell, good 

friar; I prithee, pray for me. The duke, I say to thee 

again, would eat mutton on Fridays. He 's now past 

it; yet, aud I say to thee, he would mouth with a beg- 

gar, though she smelt brown bread and garlic: say, 

that I said so. Farewell. { Exit. 
Duke. No might nor greatness in mortality 

Can censure ‘scape ; back-wounding calumny 

The whitgst virtue strikes: What king so strong, 

Can tie the gall up in the slanderous tongue ! 

But who comes here ? 


Enter Fscaivs, Provost, Bawd, and Officers. 


Esca?. Go, away with her to prison. 

Bawd. Good my lord, be good to me; your honour 
is accounted a merciful man: good my lord. 

Escal. Double and treble admonition, and still for- 
feite in the same kind?) This would make mercy 
swear, and play the tyrant. 

Prov. A lad of eleven years’ continuance, may it 

Jease your honour. 

Bawd. My lord, this is one Lucio’s information 
against me: mistress Kate Keepdown was with child 
by him itn the duke’s time 3 he promised her marriage 3 
his child is a year and a quarter old, come Philip and 
Jacob: 1 have kept it myself; and see how he goes 
about to abuse me. 

Escal. That fellow is a fellow of much licence :— 
let him be called before us.—Away with her to prison: 
Go to; no more words. if Ercunt Bawd and Officers.] 
Provost, my brother Angelo will not be altered, Claudio 

® Forfeit—transgress. 


Scrnx JI.) MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 313 


must die to-morrow : let him be furnished with divines, 
and have all charitable preparation: if my brother 
wrought by my pity, it should not be so with him, 

Prov. So please you, this friar hath been with him, 
and advised him for the entertainment of death. 

Escal. Good even, good father. 

Duke. Bliss and goodness on you! 

Escal. Of whence are you? 

Duke. Not of this country, though my chance is now 
To use it for my time: Iam a brother 
Of gracious order, late come from the see, 

In special business from his holiness. 

Escal. What news abroad i the world ? 

Duke. None, but that there is so great a fever on 
goodness, that the dissolution of it must cure it; no» 
velty is only in request; and it is as dangerous to be 
aged in any kind of course, ag it 1s virtuous to he cons 
stant in any undertaking. There is scarce truth enough 
alive to make societies secure; but security * enough to 
make fellowships accursed : much upon this mddle runs 
the wisdom of the world. This news is old enough, yet 
itis every day's news. I pray you, sir, of what dispo- 
sition was the duke ? 

Escal. One, that, above all other strifes, contended 
especially to know himself. 

Duke. What pleasure was he given to? 

Escal. Rather rejoicing to see another merry, than 
merry at anything which professed to make him rejoice: 
a gentleman of all temperance. But leave we him to 
his events, with a prayer they may prove prosperous ; 
and let me desire to know how you find Claud re- 
eee lam made to understand that you lave lent 
1m visitation, 

Duke. He professes to have received no sinister mea- 
sure from his judge, but most willingly humbles himself 
to the determination of justice: yet had he framed to 
himself, by the instruction of his frailty, many deceiving 

® Security—legal security, surety. 
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promises of life; which I, by my good leisure, have dis- 
credited to him, and now is he resolved to die. 

Eseal, You have paid the Heavens your function, 
and the prisoner the very debt of your calling. I have 
Jaboured for the poor gentleman, to the extremest shore 
of my modesty; but my brother justice have I found so 
severe, that he hath forced me to tell him, he is indeed— 
justice. 

Duke. Vf his own life answer the straitness of his pro- 
ceeding, it shall become him well; wherein if he chance 
to fail he hath sentenced himself. 

Escal. 1 am going to visit the prisoner: Fare you well. 

Duke. Peace be with you! ae Escau. and Prov. 
He who the sword of Heaven will bear 
Should be as holy as severe; 

Pattern in himself, to know, 

Grace to stand, and virtue go;* 

More nor less to others paying, 

Than by self-oflences weighing. 

Shame to him, whose cruel striking 
Kills for faults of his own liking! 
Twice treble shame on Angelo, 

To weed my vice, and let his grow! 

O, what may man within him hide, 
Though angel on the outward side! 
How may likeness, made in crimes, 
Making practice on the times, 

Tou draw with idle spiders’ strings 

Most ponderous and substantial things: 
Craft against vice I must apply : 

With Angelo to-night shall he 

His old betrothed, but despised ; 

So disguise shall, ‘by the disguised, 
Pay with falsehood false exacting, 

And perform an old contracting. [ Exit. 


* Go. The to which precedes stand must be understood here. 
b Likeness—coweliness. 
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ACT IV. 
SCENE I.—A Room in Mariana'’s House. 


Mariana discovered sitting ; a Boy singing. 


SONG. 
Take, oh take those lips away, 
That so sweetly were forsworn ; 
And those eyes, the break of day, 
Lights that do mislead the morn ; 
But my kisses bring again, 
bring again, 
Seals of love, but seal'd in vain, 
seal’d in vain. 
Mari. Break off thy song, and haste thee quick away ; 
Here comes a man of comfort, whose advice 
Hath often still’d my brawling discontent.—[ Exit Boy. 


Enter Duxe. 


l cry you mercy, sir; and well could wish 
You had not found me here so musical : 
Let me excuse me, and believe me so,— 
My mirth it much displeas’d, but pleas’d my woe. 
Duke. "T is good: though music oft hath such a 
charm, 
To make bad good, and good provoke to harm. 
I pray you, tell me, hath anybody inquired for me 
here to-day? much upon this time have I promised 
here to meet. 
Mari. You have not been inquired after: I have sat 
here all day. 


Enter IsaBe.ua. 


Duke. 1 do constantly believe you :—The time is 
come, even now. I shall crave your forbearance a 
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little; may be, I will call upon you anon, for some 
advantage to yourself. 
Marit. Iam always bound to you. [ Exit. 
oe: Very well met, and welcome. 
hat is the news from this good deputy ? 
Isab. We hath a garden cireummur'd ® with brick, 
Whose western side is with a vineyard back'd; 
And to that vineyard is a planched © gate, 
That makes his opening with this bigger key : 
This other doth command a little duor, 
Which from the vineyard to the garden leads ; 
There have I made my promise upon the 
Heavy middle of the night to call upon him. 
Duke. But shall you on your knowledge find this 
way ? 
Tsab. I have ta’en a due and wary note upon "t; 
With whispering and most guilty diligence, 
In action all of precept, he did show me 
The way twice o'er. 
Duke. Are there no other tokens 
Between you ‘greed, concerning her observance % 
Isab, No, none, but only a repair i’ the dark ; 
And that I have possess'd * him, my most stay 
Can be but brief: for I have made him know, 
I have a servant comes with me along, 
That stays upon me; whose persuasion is, 
I come about my brother. 
Duke. 'T is well borne up, 
I have not yet made known to Mariana 
A word of this :—Wohat, ho! within! come ford. ! 


Re-enter Mariana. 


I pray you be acquainted with this maid ; 
She comes to do you good. 


® Cresmmur'd—walled round. 
% Planched—-planked, made of boards. 
© Pussess d—informed. 
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Isab. I do desire the like. 
Duke. Do you persuade yourself that I respect yon ? 
Mari. Good friar, Lknow you do; and have found it. 
Duke. Take then this your companion by the hand, 
Who hath a story ready for your ear: 
I shall attend your leisure; but make haste ; 
The vaporous night approaches. 
Mari. Will ’t please you walk aside? 
[ Exeunt Marr. and Isan. 
Duke. O place and greatness, millions of false eyes 
Are stuck upon thee! volumes of report 
Ran with these false and most contrarious quests % 
Upon thy doings! thousand escapes of wit 
Make thee the father of their idle dream, 
And rack thee in their fancices!'—Welcome! How 
agreed ? 


Re-enter Mariana and Isann.ua. 


Isab. She ‘Il take the enterprise upon her, father, 
If you advise it. 


Duke. It is not my consent, 
But my entreaty too. 
Isab. Little have you to say, 


When you depart from him, but, soft and low, 
* Remember now my brother.” 
Mart. Fear me not. 
Duke. Nor, gentle daughter, fear you not at all: 
He is your hufsband on a pre-contract : 
To bring you thus together, ‘t is no sin; 
Sith that the justice of your title to him 
Doth flourish © the deceit. Come, let us go; 
Our corn ’s to reap, for yet our tithe 's*® tu sow. [Exeunt. 


® Quests—inquisitions. 

» Flouristh—vestow propriety and ornament, like rich work 
upon a coarse ground. 

¢ Tithe. ‘‘Ourcorn’s to reap,’ and therefore we must go to 
sow our tithe—our seed which is to produce teufold. 


348 MEASURE FOR MEASURE. {Act IV. 


SCENE II.—A Room in the Prison. 


Enter Provost and Clown. 


Prov. Come hither, sirrah: Can you cut off a man’s 
head ? 

Clo, Vf the man be a bachelor, sir, I can: but if he 
be ao married man, he is his wife’s head, and I can 
never cut off a woman's head, 

Prov. Come, sir, leave me your snatches, and yield 
me a direct answer. ‘To-morrow morning are to die 
Claudio and Barnardine : Here is in our prison a com- 
mun executioner, who in his office lacks a helper: if 
you will take it on yon to assist him, it shall redeem 
you from your gyves; if not, you shall have your full 
time of imprisonment, and your deliverance with an 
unpitied ining: fur you have been a notorious 
bawd. 

Clo, Sir, I have been an unlawful bawd, time out of 
mind; but yet I will be content to be a lawful hang- 
man, I would be glad to receive some instruction 
from my fellow partner. 

Prov. What bo, Abhorson! Where 's Abhorson, 
there ? 


Enter Anworson. 


Abhor. Do you call, sir ? 

Prov. Sirrah, here's a fellow will helpsyou to-morrow 
in your execution: If you think it meet, compound 
with him by the year, and let him abide here with you; 
if not, use him for the present, and dismiss him: He 
cannot plead his estimation with you; he hath been a 
bawd. 

Abhor. A hawd, sir? Fie upon him, he will dis- 
credit our mystery. 

Prov. Go to, sir; you weigh equally; a feather will 
turn the scale. { Exit. 
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Clo. Pray, sir, by your good favour, (for, surely, 
sir, a good favour you have, but that you have a 
hanging lovk,) do you call, sir, your occupation a 
mystery ? 

Abhor. Ay, sir; a mystery. 

Clo. Painting, sir, I have heard say, is a mystery ; 
and your whores, sir, being members of my occupation, 
using painting, do prove my occupation a mystery: 
but Gta mystery there should be in hanging, if I 
should be hanged I cannot imagine. 

Abhor. Sir, it isa mystery. 

Clo. Proof? 

Abhor. Every true man’s apparel fits your thier 

Clo. If it be too Jittle for your thief, your true man 
thinks it big enough; if it be too big for your thief, 
your thief thinks it little enough: so every true man's 
apparel tits your thief. 





Re-enter Provost. 


Prov. Are you agreed ? 

Clo. Sir, I will serve him; for I do find your hang- 
man is a more penitent trade than your bawd ; he dota 
oftener ask forgiveness. . 

Prov. You, sirrah, provide your block and your axe, 
to-morrow four o'clock. 

Abhor, Come on, bawd ; I will instruct thee in my 
trade; follow. 

Clo. I do desire to learn, sir; and, I hope, if you 
have occasion to use me for your own turn, you shall 
find me yare :“ for, truly, sir, for your kindness I owe 
you a good tum. 

Prov. Call hither Barnardine and Claudio: 

[Exeunt Clown and Anyor. 
Th’ one has my pity; not a jot the other, 
Being a murtherer, though he were my brother. 


® Yare—ready, nimble. 
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Enter Ciaupi0. 


Look, here ‘s the warrant, Claudio, for thy death: 
'T is now dead midnight, and by eight to-morrow 
Thou must be made immortal. Where ’s Barnardine ? 
Claud. As fast lock’d up in sleep, as guiltless labour 
When it lies starkly * in the fowellers bones : 
He will not wake. 
Prov. Who can do good on him ? 
Well, go, prepare yourself But hark, what noise ? 
[| Knocking within. 
Heaven give your spirits comfort ! [Ierit Cuaun. 
By and by :— 
I hope it is some pardon, or reprieve, 
For the most gentle Claudio.— Welcome, father. 


Iinter Dux. 


Duke. The best and wholesomest spirits of the night 
Envelop you, good provost! Who call'd here of late 9 
Prov. None, since the curfew rang. 
Dake. Not Isabel ! 
Prov. No. 
Duke. They will then, ere “t be Jong. 
Prov. What comfort is for Claudio ? 
Duke. There ‘s sume in hope. 
Prov. It is a bitter deputy. 
Duke. Not so, not so; his life is parallel'd 
Even with the stroke and line of his great justice ; 
He doth with holy abstinence subdue 
That in himself, which be spurs on his power 
To qualify ™in others: were he meal'd ¢ 
With that which he corrects, then were he tyrannous ; 
But this being so, he ‘s just—Now are they come.— 
{ Knocking within.— Provost goes out, 
This is a gentle provost: Seldom, when 
The steeled gaoler is the friend of men. 
® Starhiy—stiffiy. > Qualifip—m 
"€: Meal a2csnivonntea: voneese 
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How now? What noise? That spirit 's possess’d with 
haste, 
That wounds the unsisting® postern with these strokes, 


Provost returns, speaking to one at the door. 


Prov. There he must stay, until the officer 
Arise to let him in; he is call’d up. 

Duke. Have you no countermaud for Claudio yet, 
But he must die to-morrow ? 

Prov. None, sir, none. 

Duke. As near the dawning, provost, as it is, 
Yon shall hear more ere morning. 

Prov. Happily 
You something know; yet, I believe, there comes 
No countermand ; no such example have we: 
Besides, upon the very siege > of justice, 
Lord Angelo hath to the public car 
Profess'd the contrary. 


Enter a Messenger. 


This is his lordship’s man. 

Duke. And here comes Claudio’s pardon. 

Mess. My Jord hath sent you this note; and by me 
this further charge, that you swerve not from the small 
est article of it, neither in time, matter, nor other cir- 
cumstance. Guvuod morrow ; fur, as I take it, it is almost 
day. 


Prov. I shall obey him. [ Exit Messenger. 
Duke. This is his pardon purchasd by such sin, 
[ Aside. 


For which the pardoner himself is in: 
Hence hath offence his quick celerity, 
When it is borne in high authority : 


® Unsisting. This is one of Shakspere’s Latinisms, by whieh 
he means. never at rest, from sisto, to stand still 
» Stege—seat. 
VOL. Iii. Ww 
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When vice makes mercy, mercy ‘s so extended, 
That for the fault’s love is the offender friended.— 
Now, sir, what news ? 

Prov. I told you: Lord Angelo, belike, thinking me 

remiss in mine office, awakens me with this unwonted 
nitting on: # methinks, strangely; for he hath not used 
it. before. 

Duhe. Pray you, let ‘6 hear. 

Prov. | Reads.] “ Wiatsoever you may hear to the con- 
trary, let Claudio be executed by four of the clock > and, in the 
alternoon, Barnardine: for my better satisfaction, let me have 
Claudio’s head sent me by five. Let this be duly performed ; 
with a thought, that more depends on it than we must vet 
deliver. Thus fail not to do your office, as you will answer it 
at your pent.” 

What say you to this, sir? 

Duke. What is that Barnardine, who is to be exe- 
cuted in the afternoon ? 

Prov. A Bohemian born; but bere nursed up and 
bred: one that. is a prisoner nine years old.® 

Duke. Wow came it, that the absent duke had not 
either delivered him to his liber vy, or executed him? I 
have heard it was ever his manner to do so, 

Prov. THis friends still wroight reprieves for him: 
And, indeed, his fact, till now 1 the government of lord 
Angelo, came not te an undoubtful proof. 

Duke. 1s it now apparent ? 

Prov. Most manitest, and not denied by himself. 

Duke. Hath he bore himself penitently in prison ? 
How seems he to be touched ? 

Prov, A man that apprehends death no more dread- 
fully but as a drunken sleep; careless, reckless, and 
fearless of what ‘s past, present, or to come; inseusible 
of mortality, and desperately mortal. 

Duke. He wants advice. 

Prov. He will hear none; he hath evermore had the 


® Putting on—ineitement. 
» Nine years uld—during nine years. 
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liberty of the prison; give him leave to escape hence, 
he would not: drank many times a day, if not many 
days entirely drunk. We have very oft awaked him, 
as if to carry him to execution, aud showed him a seems 
ing warrant for it: it hath not moved him at all. 

Duke. More of him anon. There is written in your 
brow, provost, honesty and constancy : ail To read it uot 
truly, my ancient skill bezailes me; but in the bold- 
ness of my cunning, T will lay myself in hazard, Clan- 
dio, whom here you have warrant to execufe, is ne 
greater forfeit te the law than Angelo who hath sens 
tenced him: To make you understand this in a maui- 
fested effect, To crave but four days’ respite; for the 
which you are to do me both a present and a dangerous 
courtesy. 

Prov, Pray, sir, in what? 

Duke. In tie delaying death. 

Prov, Alack! how may I do it? having the hour lis 
mited ; and an express command, under penalty, to 
deliver his head in the view of Angelo? I may make 
my case as Claudio’s, to cross this in the smallest, 

Duke. By the vow of mine order IT warrant you, if 
my instructions may be your gtude. Let this Bar- 
nardine be this morning executed, and his head borne 
to Angelo. 

Prov, Angelo hath seen them both, and will discover 
the favour. . 

Duke. O, death ‘s a great disguiser: and you may 
add to it. Shave the head, and tie the beard; and say, 
it was the desire of the penitent to be so bared before his 
death: You know the course is common. If anything 
fall to you upon this, more than thanks and good fur- 
tune, by the saint whom I profess, I will plead against 
it with my life. 

Prov. Pardon me, good father, it is against my oath. 

Duke. Were you sworn to the duke, or to the de- 


puty ? : 
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Prov. To him, and to his substitutes. 

Duke. You will think you have made no offence, if 
the duke avouch the justice of your dealing ? 

Prov. But what Feline ig in that ? 

Duke. Not a resemblance, but a certainty. Yet since 
T see you fearful, that neither my coat, integrity, nor 
persuasion, can with ease attempt you, I will go fur- 
ther than I meant, to pluck all fears out of you. Look 

ou, sir, here is the hand and seal of the duke. You 
baie the character, I doubt not; and the signet is not 
strange to you. 

Prov. 1 know them both. 

Duke. The contents of this is the return of the duke; 
you shall anon over-read it at your pleasure: where you 
shall find, within these two days he will be here. This 
is a thing that Angelo knows not: for he this very day 
receives letters of strange tenor: perchance, of the duke’s 
death; perchance, entering into some monastery ; but, 
by chance, nothing of what is writ. Look, the unfold- 
ing star calls up the shepherd. Put not yourself into 
amazement, how these things should be: all difficulties 
are but easy when they are known. Call your execu- 
tioner, and off with Barnardine’s head : I will give him 
& present shrift, and advise him for a better place. Yet 
you are amazed: but this shall absolutely resolve you. 
Come away ; it is almost clear dawn. [ Exreunt. 


# 


SCENE II].—Another Room in the same. 


Enter Clown. 


Clo, I am as well acquainted here, as I was in our 
house of profession: one would think it were mistress 
Overdone’s own house, for here be nany of her old cus- 
tomers. First, here 's young master Rash; he ‘s in for 
a commodity of brown paper and old ginger, ninescore 
and seventeen pounds ; of which he made five marks, 
realy money: marry, then, ginger wag, not much in 
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request, for the old women were all dead. Then is 
there here one master Caper, at the suit of master Three- 
pile the mercer, for some four suits of peach-coloured 
satin, which now peaches him a beggar. Then have 
we here young Dizy, and young master Deep-vow, and 
master Copper-spur, and = master Starve-lackey the 
rapier and dagger man, and young Drop-heir that killed 
Insty Pudding, aud master Forthright the tilter, and 
brave master Shoe-tie the great traveller, and wild 
Half-can that stabbed Pots, and, I think, forty more ; 
all great doers in our trade, and are now for the Lord’s 
sake. 


Enter ABHORSON, 


Abhor. Sirrah, bring Barnardine hither. 

Clo. Master Barnardine! you must rise and be 
hanged, master Barnardine ! 

Abhor. What ho, Barardine ! 

Barnar. [Within.] A pox o’ your throats! Who 
makes that noise there? What are you? 

Clo. Your friends, sir; the hangman: You must be 
so yrood, sir, to rise and he put to death. 

Barnar. [ Within.| Away, you rogue, away! Tam 
sleepy. 

Abhor. Tell him he must awake, and that quickly 
too. 

Clo. Pray, master Barnardine, awake til] you are 
executed, and sleep afterwards. 

Abhor. Go in to tim, and fetch him out. 

Clo. He is coming, sir, he is coming; I hear his 
straw rustle. 


Enter BARNARDINE. 


Abhor. 1s the axe upon the block, sirrah ? 

Clo. Very ready, sir. 

Barnar. How now, Abhorson? what ‘s the news with 
you ? 
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Abhor. Truly, sir, I would desire you to clap into 
your prayers; for, look you, the warrant 's come. 

Barnar. You rogue, I have been drinking all night, 
Iam not fitted for "t. 

Clo. O, the better, sir; for he that drinks all night, 
and is hanged betimes in the morning, mey sleep the 
sounder all the next day. 


Enter Dux. 


Abhor. Look you, sir, here comes your ghostly father. 
Do we jest now, think you? 

Duke. Sir, induced by my charity, and hearing how 
hastily you are to depart, I am come to advise you, 
comfort you, and pray with you. 

Barnar, Friar, not 1; I have been drinking hava all 
night, aud I will have more time to prepare me, or they 
shall beat out my brains with billets: I will not con- 
sent to die this day, that ‘s certain, 

Duke, O, sir, you must; and therefore, I beseech you, 
Look forward on the journey you shall go. 

Barnar, I swear, 1 will not die to-day for any man’s 
persuasion. 

Duke. But hear you,x— 

Barnar, Not a word; if you have anything to say 
to me, come to my ward ; for thence will not 1 aye 

Exit. 


Enter Provost. 


Duke. Untit to live, or die: O, gravel heart !— 
After him, fellows; bring him to the block. 
[Ezeunt Apnorson and Clown, 
Prov. Now, sir, how do you tind the prisoner ? 
Duke. A creature unprepar'd, unmeet for death; 
And to transport him in the mind he is 
Were damnable. 
Prov. Here in the prison, father, 
There died this morning of a cruel fever 
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One Ragozine, a most notorious pirate, 
A man of Claudio’s years; his beard, and head, 
Just of his colour: What if we do omit 
This reprobate, till he were well inclind; 
And satist'y the deputy with the visage 
Of Ragozine, more like to Claudio? 

Duke. O, ‘t is an accident that Heaven provides ! 
Despatch it presently ; the hour draws on 
Prefix'd by Angelo: See this be done, 
And sent according to command; whiles I 
Persuade this rude wretch willingly to die. 

Prov, This shall be done, good father, presently. 
But Barnardine must die this afternoon ; 
And how shall we continue Claudio, 
Tv save me from the danger that might come, 
If he were known alive ? 

Duke. Let this be done :— 
Put them in secret holds, both Harnardine and Claudio: 
Ere twice the sun hath made his journal greeting 
To yonder generation, you shall find 
Your safety manifested. 

Prov. 1am your free dependant. 


Duke. Quick, despatch, 
And send the head to Angelo. Exit Provost, 


Now will I write letters to Angelo,— 

The provost, he shall bear them,—whose contents 
Shall witness to him I am near at home; 

And that by great injunctions I am bound 

To enter publicly : him I "Il desire 

To meet me at the consecrated fount, 

A league below the city ; and from thence, 

By cold gradation and weal-balanc’d form, 

We shall proceed with Angelo. 


Re-enter Provost. 


Prov. Here is the head; I'l] carry it myself. 
Duke. Convenient is it: Make a swift return; 


Sepsis 
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For I would commune with you of such things 
‘That want no ear but yours. 
Prov. I*}] make all speed. [ Exit. 
Isab. [Within.] Peace, ho, be here! 
Duke. The tongue of Isabel :—She ’s come to know, 
If yet her brother's pardon be come hither : 
But I will keep her ignorant of her good, 
To make her heavenly comforts of despair 
When it is least expected. 


Enter IsaApeL.a. 


Isab. Ho, by your leave. 

Duke. Good moming to you, fair and gracious 
daughter. 

Isab. The better, given me by so holy a man. 

Hath yet the deputy sent my brother's pardon ? 

Duke. He hath releas’d him, Isabel, from the world ; 

His head is off, and sent to Angelo. 

Isab. Nay, but it is not so. 
Duke. It is no other: 

Show your wisdom, daughter, in your close patience. 
Isab. O, I will to him, and pluck out his eyes. 
Duke. You shall not be admitted to his sight. 

Isab. Unhappy Claudio! Wretched Isabel ! 

Injurious world! Most damned Angelo ! 

Duke. This nor hurts bim nor profits you a jot; 

Forbear it therefore; give your cause to Heaven, 

Mark what I sav; which vou shall find, 

By every syllable, a faithful verity : 

The duke comes home to-morrow ;—ney, dry your 

cys; 

One of our convent, and his confessor, 

Gives me this instance: Already he hath carried 

Notice to Escalus and Angelo; 

Who do prepare to meet him at the gates, 

There to give up their power. If you can, pace your 

wisdom 
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In that good path that I would wish it go; 
Aud you shall have your bosem “ on this wretch, 
Grace of the duke, revenges to your heart, 
Ani general honour. 
Isab. Tam directed by you. 
Duke, This letter then to friar Peter give; 
°'T is that he sent me of the duke’s return: 
Say, by this token, I desire his company 
At Mariana’s house to-night. Her cause, and yours, 
I‘) perfect him withal: and he shall bring you 
Before the duke; and to the head of Angelo 
Accuse him home, and home. For my poor self, 
I am combined © by a sacred vow, 
And shall be absent. Wend you with this letter: 
Command these fretting waters from your eyes 
With a light heart; trust not my holy order, 
If I pervert your course. —Who °s here? 


Enter Lucio. 


Lucio. Good even! 
Friar, where is the provost ? 
Duke. Not within, sir. 


Lucio. O, pretty Isabella, Iam pale at mine heart, 
to see thine eyes so red: thou must be patient: Tam 
fain to dine and sup with water and bran; I dare not 
for my head fill my belly; one fruitful meal would set 
me tu t: But they say the duke will be here to-mor- 
row. By my troth, Isabel, I loved thy brother: if the 
o:d fantastical duke of dark corners had been at home, 
he had lived. Exit san. 

Duke. Sir, the duke is marvellous little beholden to 
your reports; but the best is, he lives mot in them. 

Lucio. Friar, thou knowest not the duke so well as I 
do: he ‘s a better woodman than thou takest him for. 

Duke. Well, you ‘ll answer this one day. Fare ye 
well. 

® Bosom—wish, heart's desire. ® Cumbined— bound. 
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Lucio, Nay, tarry; I ‘ll go along with thee; I can 
tell thee pretty tales of the duke. 

Duke, You have told me too many of him already, 
sit, if they be true; if not true, none were enough. 

Lucio. 1 was once before him for getting a wench 
with child. 

Duke. Did you such a thing ? 

Lucio. Yes, marry, did I: but I was fain to for- 
swear it; they would else have married me to the rotten 
medlar. 

Duke, Sir, your company is fairer than honest: Rest 
you well. 

Lucio. By my troth, 1 ‘ll go with thee to the lane's 
end: Tf hawdy talk offend you, we ‘l) have very little 
of it. Nay, friar, 1 am a kind of burr, I shall stick. 

[ Exeunt. 
SCENE 1V.—A Moom in Angelo’s Iouse. 
Inter ANGELO and Escauus. 

Escal. Every letter he hath writ hath disvouched 
other, 

Ang. In most uneven and distracted manner. His 
actions show much like to madness: pray Heaven, his 
wisdom be not tainted! And why meet him at the gates, 
aud re-deliver our authorities there ? 

Escal. 1 guess not. 

Ang. And why should we proclaim it in an hour be- 
fore his entering, that, if any crave redress of injustice, 
they should exhibit their petitions in the street ? 

Escal. He shows his reason for that: to have a de 
spatch of complaints; and to deliver us from devices 
hereafter, which shall then have no power to stand 
against us. 

Ang. Well, I beseech you, let it be proclaim’d : 
Betimes i* the morn I ‘]] call you at your house: 

Give notice to such men of sort and suit, 
As are to meet him. 
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Escal. I shall, sir: fare you well. [2xié 
Ang. Good night.— 
This deed unshapes me quite, makes me unpregnant, 
And dull to all proceedings. A defluwer’d maid! - 
And by an eminent body, that enfore’d 
The law against it!—But that her tender shame 
Will not proclaim against her maiden loss, 
How might she tongue me! Yet reason dares her No 
For my authority bears» of a credent bulk, 
That no particular scandal once can tonch, 
But it confounds the breather. He should have liv’d, 
Save that his riotons youth, with dangerous sense, 
Might, in the times to come, have ta’en revenge, 
By so receiving a dishonour'd life, 
With ransom of such shame. "Would yet he had liv’d! 
Alack, when once our grace we have forgot, 
Nothing goes right ; we would, and we would not. [ Exté. 


SCENE V.—F elds without the Town. 


Enter Dukx in his own habit, and Friar Perer. 


Duke. These letters at fit time deliver me. 
[ Giving letters. 
The provost knows our purpose, and our plot. 
The matter being afoot, keep your instruction, 
And hold you ever to our special drift ; 
Though sometimes you do blench from this to that, 
As cause doth minister. Go, call at Flavius’ house, 
Ani tell him where I stay: give the like notice 
To Valentinus, Rowland, and to Crassus, 
And bid them bring the trumpets to the gate ; 
But send me Flavius first. 
F. -Peter. It shgll be speeded well. [ rit Friar. 


a 
* Reason, which is here personified, dares her with the nc 
which forbids her to speak. 
® Bears is used in the sense of figures,—is seen. 


362 MEASURE FOR MEASURE, {Act IV. 


Enter Vamrivs. 


Duke. I thank thee, Varrius; thou hast made good 
haste : 
Come, we will walk: There ‘s other of our friends 
Will greet us here anon, my gentle Varrius. [ Breunt. 


SCENE VI.—Street near the City Gate. 
Enter Isaspeuia and MAaniana. 


Isab. To speak so indirectly I am loth; 
I would say the truth; but to accuse him 80, 
That is your part: yet I] am advis‘d to do it; 
He says, to veil full purpose." 
Mari. Be rul’d by him. 
Isab. Besides, he tells me, that, if peradventure 
He speak against me on the adverse side, 
I should not think it strange; for “t is a physic 
That 's bitler to sweet end. 
Mari, 1 would, friar Peter — 
Isaé. O, peace; the friar is come. 


Enter Friar Perer. 


F. Peter. Come, I have found you out a stand most 
fit, 
Where yon may have such vantage on the duke, 
He shall not pass you: Twice have the trumpets sounded 5 
The generous” and gravest citizens 
Have hent the gates, and very near upon 
The duke is ent'ring ; therefore, hence, away. [ Exeunt. 
® To vetl full perpuse—to conceal the whole extent of his 
purpose. 
b Gsnervus is here used in its Latin sense. 
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ACT VY. 


SCENE I.—A public Place near the City Gate. 


Mariana (veiled), Isaneuia, and Prrer, at a dige 
tunce. Enter at opposite sides, Duke, Varnivs, 
Lords; ANGELO, Escaius, Lucio, Provost, Officers, 
and Citizens. 


Duke. My very worthy cousin, fairly met :— 

Our old and faithful friend, we are glad to see you. 
Ang. and Escal, Wappy return be to your royal grace! 
Duke. Many and hearty thankings to you both. 

We have made inquiry of you; and we hear 

Such goodness of your justice, that our soul 

Cannot but yield you forth to public thanks, 

Forerunning more requital. 

Ang. You make my bonds still greater, 
Duke. O, your desert speaks loud; and I should 
wrong it, 

To lock it in the wards of covert bosom, 

When it deserves with characters of brass 

A forted residence, ‘gaist the tooth of time, 

And razure of oblivion. Give me your hand, 

And let the subject see, to make them know 

That outward courtesies would fain proclaim 

Favours that keep within. —Come, Escalus ; 

You must walk by us on our other hand; 

And good supporters are you. 


Peter and IgaBe..a come forward. 


F. Peter. Now is your time; speak loud, and kneel 
before him. , 
Isab. Justice, O royal duke! Vail* your regard 
Upon a wrong’d, I would fain have said, a maid! 
7ud—lower. 
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© worthy prince, dishonour not your eye 
By throwing it on any other object, 
Till you have heard me in my true complaint, 
And given me justice, justice, justice, justice ! 
Duke. Relate your wrongs: In what? By whem ? 
Be brie: 
Here is lord Angelo shall give you justice ! 
Reveal yourself to him, 
Isab. O, worthy duke, 
You bid me seek redemption of the devil : 
Hear me yourself; for that which I must speak 
Must either punish me, not being believ'd, 
Or wring redress from yous hear me, O, hear me, here. 
Ang. My lord, her wits, 1 fear me, are not firm: 
She hath been a suitor to me for her brother, 
Cut off by course of justice ! 
I seth, By course of justice ! 
Ang. And she will speak most bitterly and strange. 
Isab. Most strange, but yet most truly, will I speak: 
That Angelo ‘s forsworn; is it not strange ¢ 
That Angelo ’s a murtherer; 18 “t not strange ? 
That Angelo is an adulterous thief, 
An hypocrite, a virgin-violator ; 
Is it not strange, and strange # 
Duke. Nay, it 18 ten times strance. 
Isab. 3 ia not truer he is Angelo, 
Than this is all as true as it is strange; 
Nay, it is fen times true; for truth is truth 
To the end of reckoning. 
Duke. Away with her ;—Poor soul, 
She speaks this in the infirmity of sense. 
Isab. O prince, I conjure thee, as thou believ'st 
There is another comfort than this world, 
That thou neglect me not, with that opinion 
That J am touch'd with madness; make not impossiLie 
That which but seems unlike: ‘t is not impossible 
But one, the wicked’st caitiff on the ground, 
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May scem as shy, as grave, as just, as absolute, 
As Angele; even so may Angelo, 
In all his dressings, characts,® titles, forms, 
Be an arch-villain; believe it, royal prince, 
It he be less, he ‘s nothing; but he ‘s more, 
Had I more name for badness. 
Duke. By mine honesty, 
If she be mad, as I believe no other, 
Her madness hath the oddest frame of sense, 
(Such a dependency of thing on thing,) 
As eer I heard in madness. 
Isab. QO, gracious duke, 
Harp net on that: nor do not banish reason 
For imequality ; but Jet your reason serve 
To make the truth appear where it seems hid ; 
And hide the false seems true. 
Duke. Many that are not mad, 
Have, sure, more lack of reason.—Whiat would you say ? 
Tsab, 1 am the sister of one Claudio, 
Condemn'd upon the act of fornication 
To Jose his head ; condemmd by Angelo: 
I, in probation of a sisterhood, 
Was sent to by my brother: One Lucio 
As then the messenger ;— 
Lucio. That ’s J, ant like your grace: 
I came to her from Claudio, and desir'd her 
To try her gracious fortune with lurd Angelo, 
For her poor brother’s pardon. 
Isab. That ‘s he, indeed, 
Duke. You were not bid to speak. 
Lucio. No, my good Jord ; 
Nor wisli’d to hold my peace. 
Duke. I wish you now then; 
Pray you, take note of it: and when yon have 
A business for yourself, pray Heaven, you then 
Be perfect. 
* Characts—inscriptions, official designations. 
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Iucto. — 1 warrant your honour. 
Duke. The warrant ’s for yourself; take heed to it. 
Isab, This gentleman told somewhat of my tale. 
Lucio, Right. 
Duke. It may be right ; but you are in the wrong 
To speak before your time.—Proceed, 
Isab. I went 
To this pernicious caitif deputy. 
Duke. That's somewhat madly spoken. 
Tsah, Pardon it ; 
The phrase is to the matter. 
Duke. Mended again: the matter :-—Proceed. 
Isab, In briefj—to set the needless process by, 
How I persuaded, how I pray ‘d, and kneel'd, 
Hfow he refell’d * me, and how I replied ; 
(For this was of much length,) the vile conclusion 
I now begin with grief and shame to utter: 
He would not, but by gift of my chaste body 
To his concupiscible intemperate lust, 
Release my brother; and, after much debatement, 
My sisterly remorse confutes mine honour, 
And I did yield to him: But the next morn betimes, 
His purpose surfeiting, he sends a warrant 
For my poor brother's head. 
Duke. This is most likely! 
Isab. O, that it were as like» as it is true! 
Duke. By Heaven, fond wretch, thou know’st not 
what thou speak'st ; 
Or else thou art suborn'd against his honour, 
In hateful practice :¢ First, his integrity 
Stands without blemish :—next, it imports no reason, 
That with such vehemency he should pursue 
Faults proper to himself: if he had so offended, 
He would have weigh'd thy brother by himself, 
® Refell’ d—refuted. 


b Like is here used in the seuse of probable. 
© Practice—craf, suboroation. 
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And not have cut him off: Some one hath set you on; 
Confess the truth, and say by whose advice 
Thou cam’st here to complain. 
Isab. And is this all? 
Then, oh, you blessed ministers above, 
Keep me in patience; and, with ripen’d time, 
Unfold the evil which is here wrappd up 
In countenance !*—Heaven shield) your grace from 


woe, 
As I, thus wrong’d, hence unbelieved go! 
Duke. I know you'd fain be gone :—An officer! 
To prison with her :—Shal] we thus permit 
A cite and a scandalous breath to fall 
On him so near us? This needs must be a practice. 
Who knew of your intent, and coming hither ? 
Isab. One that I would were here, friar Lodowick. 
Duke. A ghostly father, belike: Who knows that 
Lodow ick ? 
Lucio. My lord, I know him; ‘t is a meddling 
friar. 
I do not like the man: had he been lay, my lord, 
For certain words he spake against your grace 
In your retirement, I had swing’d him soundly. 
Duke. Words against me? This is a good friar, 
belike! 
And to set on this wretched woman here 
Against our substitute !— Let this friar be found. 
Lucio. But yesternight, my lord, she and that friar 
I saw them at the prison: a saucy friar, 
A very scurvy fellow. 
F. Peter. Bless'd be your royal grace! 
I have stood by, my lord, and I have heard 
Your royal ear abus'd: First, hath this woman 
Most wrongfully accus'd your substitute ; 
Who is as free from touch or soil with her, 
As she from one ungot. 
* Cuuntenance—false appearance. 
VOL. III. ° x 
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Duke. We did believe no less. 
Know you that friar Lodowick that she speaks of ? 
FE. Peter. I know him for a man divine and holy ; 
Not scurvy, nor a temporary meddler, 
Ag he ’s reported by this gentleman ; 
And, on my trust, a man that never yet 
Did, as he coutelics, misreport your grace. 
Lucio. My lord, most villainously ; believe it. 
I’. Peter. Well, he in time may come to clear him- 
selfs 
But at this instant he is sick, my lord, 
Of a strange fever: Upon his mere request, 
(Being come to knowledge that there was complaint 
Intended ’gainst lord Angelo,) came I hither, 
To speak, as from his mouth, what he doth know 
Is true, and false; and what he with his oath, 
And all probation, will make up fall clear, 
Wohensvever he ’s conveuted. First, for this woman ; 
(To justify this worthy nobleman, 
So vulgarly © and persunally accus‘d, ) 
Her shall you hear disprov ed to her eyes, 
Till she herself confess it. 
Duke. Good friar, let ’s hear it. 
[Isauun.a is carried off, guarded 3 and 
Mariana comes forward. 
Do you not smile at this, Jord Angelo ?— 
O Heaven! the vanity of wretched fools ! 
Give‘us some seats.—Come, cousin Angelo; 
In this Ill be impartial ;* be you judge 
Of your own cause.—Is this the witness, friar ? 
First, let her show her face ; and, after, speak. 
Mari. Pardon, my lord ; | will not show my faca, 
Until my husband bid me. 


® Mere—sole, unmixed, absolute. 

b Fulgariy—publicly. 

© Impartial, Im was frequently used as an augmentative 
particle; and the meaning therefore is very partial. 
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Duke. What, are you married ¥ 
Mari. No, my lord. 
Duke. Are youa maid? _ 
Mari. No, my lord. 
Duke. A widow then ? 
Mari. Neither, my lord. 
Duke. Why, you 
Are nothing then :—Neither maid, widow, nor wife? 
Lucio. My Jord, she may be a punk; for many of 
them are neither maid, widow, nor wife. 
Duke. Silence that fellow: I would he had some 
cause 
To prattle for himself. 
Lucio. Well, my lord. 
Mari. My lord, I do confess I ne'er was married ; 
And, I confess, besides, I am no maid : 
I have known my husband; yet my husband knows not 
That ever he knew me. 
Lucio. We was drunk then, my Jord; it can be no 
better. 
Duke. For the benefit of silence, would thou wert so 
too! 
Lucio. Well, my lord. 
Duke. This is no witness for lord Angelo. 
Mari. Now I come to ’t, my lord; 
She, that accuses him of fornication, 
In self-same manner doth accuse my husband ; 
And charges him, my lord, with such a time, 
When I ‘11 depose 1 had him in mine arms, 
With all the effect of love. 


Ang. Charges she more than me 4 
Mari. Not that I know. 
Duke. No? you say, your husband, 


Mari. Why, just, my lord, and that is Angelo, 
Who thinks he knows that he ne'er knew my body, 
But knows he thinks that he knows Isabel's. 

Ang. This is a strange abuse :—Let 's see thy face. 
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Mari. My husband bids me; now I will unmask. 
[ Unveiling. 

This is that face, thou cruel Angelo, 
Which once thou swor'st was worth the looking on: 
This is the hand which, with a vow'd contract, 
Was fast belock'd in thine: this is the body 
That took away the match from Isabel, 
And did supply thee at thy garden-house, 
In her imagin'd person. 


Duke. Know you this woman ? 
Lucio. Carmally, she says. 
Duke. Sirrah, no more. 


Lucio. Enough, my Jord. 

Ang. My lord, I must confess I know this woman : 
And, five years since, there was some speech of marriage 
Betwixt myself and her; which was broke off, 

Partly, for that her promised proportions 

Came short of composition ;* but, in chief, 

For that her reputation was disvalued 

In levity: since which time of five years, 

I never spake with her, saw her, nor heard from her, 
Upon my faith and honour. 

Mari. Noble prince, 

As there comes light from heaven, and words from 
breath, 

As there is sense in trath, and truth in virtue, 

I am affianc’d this man’s wife, as strongly 

As words could make up vows: and, my good lord, 

But Tuesday night last gone, in his garden-house, 

He knew me as a wife: As this is true 

Let me in safety raise me from my knees; 

Or else for ever be confixed here, 

A marble monument ! 

Ang. I did but smile till now; 
Now, good my lord, give me the scope of justice; 

My patience here is touch'd: I do perceive, 
Compusttiun—agreement. 
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These poor informal * women are no more 

But instruments of some more mightier member, 
That sets them on: Let me have way, my lord, 
To find this practice out. 

Duke. Ay, with my heart ; 

And punish them unto your height of pleasure.— 
Thou foolish friar; and thou pernicious woman, 
Compact with her that ’s gone! think’st thou, thy oaths, 
Though they would swear down each particular saint, 
Were testimonies against his worth and credit, 

That ’s seal’d in approbation ?—You, lord Escalus, 

Sit with my cousin ; Jend him your kind pains 

To find out this abuse, whence ’t is ‘lev 
There is another friar that set them on; 

Let him be sent for. 

F.. Peter. Would he were here, my Jord; for he, indeed, 
Hath set the women on to this complaint : 

Your provost knows the place where he abides, 
And he may fetch him. 

Duke. Go, do it instantly. — [ Exit Provost. 
And you, my noble and well-warranted cousin, 

Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth, 

Do with your injuries as seems you best, 

In any chastisement: I fur a while 

Will leave you; but stir not you, till you have 
Well determin’d upon these slanderers. 

Escal. My lord, we ‘I] do it thoroughly.—[ E.cit 
Duxe.}] Signior Lucio, did not you say you knew that 
friar Lodowick to be a dishonest person ? 

Lucio. Cucullus non facit monachum: honest in 
nothing, but in his clothes; and one that hath spoke 
most villainous speeches of the duke. 

Escal. We st.all entreat you to abide here till he 
come, and enforce them against him; we shall find this 
friar a notable fellow. 

Lucio As any in Vienna, on my word. 

® Informal—without sense. 
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Escal, Caltthat same Isabel here once again; (to an 
Attendant] I wonld speak with her: Pray you, my 
lord, give me leave to question; you shall sce how I ‘Il 
handle her. 

Lucio. Not better than he, by her own report. 

Hseal, Say you? 

Lucio. Marry, sir, I think if you handled her pri- 
vately she would sooner confess: perchance, publicly 
she ‘Il be ashamed. 


Re-enter Officers, with Isapenia; the Duxe, in the 
Friar’s habit, and Provost. 


Escal. T will go darkly to work with her. 

Lucio, That ’s the way; for women are light at 
midnight. 

“scal. Come on, mistress: [to Isanest.a] here *s a 
gentlewoman denies all that you have said. 

Lucio. My lord, here comes the rascal I spoke of; 
here with the provost. 

Escal. In very good time :—speak not you to hin, 
till we call upon you. 

Lucio. Mum. 

Escal, Come, sir: Did you set these women on to 
slander lord Angelo? they have confessed you did. 

Duke. °T is false. 

Escal. How! know you where you are? 

Duke. Respect to your great place! and let the devil 
Be sometime ene for his burning throne :-— 
Where is the duke? 't is he should hear me speak. 

Escal, The duke’s in us; and we will hear you 


speak : 
Look you speak justly. 
Duke. Boldly, at least: But, O, poor souls, 


Come you to seek the lamb here of the fox? 

Good night to your redress. Is the duke gone ? 
Then is your cause gone too. The duke ’s unjust 
hus to retort your manifest appeal, 
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And put your trial in the villain’s mouth, 
Which here you come to accuse. 

Lucio, This is the rascal; this is he I spoke of. 

Escal. Why, thou unreverend and unhallow’d friar! 
Is°t not enough thou hast suborn'd these women, 

To accuse this worthy man? but, in foul mouth, 

And in the witness of his proper ear, 

To call him villain? and then to glance from him 

To the duke himself, tu tax him with injustice 4 

Take him hence; to the rack with him :—We ‘Il touze 
you 

Joint by joint,—but we will know his purpose ; 

What! unjust? 

Duke. Be not so hot; the duke 
Dare no more stretch this finger of mine, than he 
Dare rack his own; his subject am I not, 

Nor here provincial; My business in this state 
Made me a Iouker-on here in Vienna, 

Where I have seen corruption boil and bubble, 
Till it o’errun the stew : Jaws, for all faalts; 

But faults s0 countenane d, that the strong statutes 
Stand like the forfeits in a barber's shop, 

As much in mock as mark. 

Escal. Slander to the state! Away with him to 

prison. 

Ang. What can you vouch against him, signior 

Lucio ? 
Is this the man that you did tell us of ? 

Lucio. "VT is he, my lord. Come hither, goodman 
baldpate: Do you know me ? 

Duke. I remember you, sir, by the sound of your 
voice: I met you at the prison, in the absence of the 
dluke. 

Lucio. O did you so? And do you remember what 
you said of the duke? 

Duke. Most notedly, sir. 

Lucio. Do you so, sir? And was the duke a flesh- 
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monger, a fool, and a coward, as you then reported him 
to be? 

Duke. You must, sir, change persons with me, ere 
you make that my report : you, indeed, spoke so of him ; 
and much more, much worse. 

- Lucio. O thou damnable fellow! Did not I pluck 
thee by the nose for thy speeches ? 

Duke, I protest I love the duke, as I Jove myself. 

Ang. Hark! how the villain would close now, after 
his treasonable abuses. 

Escal. Such a fellow is not to be talked withal :— 
Away with him to prison :—Whiere is the provost ?— 
Away with him to prison ; lay bolts enough upon him : 
let him speak no more :— Away with those giglots ® too, 
and with the other confederate companion. 

[ The Provost lays hands on the Duxe. 

Duke. Stay, sir; stay awhile. 

Ang. What! resists he? Help him, Lucio. 

Lucio. Come, sir; come, sir; come, sir; foli, sir: 
Why, you baldpated, lying rascal! you must. be 
hooded, must you? Show your knave's visage, with a 
pox to you! show your sheepbiting face, and be hanged 
an hour! Will "t not off? [Pulls off the Friars hood, 

and discovers the Dux. 

Duke. Thou art the first knave that e’er made a 

duke.— 
First, provost, let me hail these gentle three :— 
Sneak not away, sir; {to Lucio] for the friar and you 
Must have a word anon :—lay hold on him. 
Lawio, This may prove worse th in hanging. 
Duke. What you have spoke, I pardon; sit you 


down.— { To Escarus. 
We ‘ll borrow place of him—Sir, by your leave: 
[Zc Ana. 


Hast thou or word, or wit, or impuderee, 
That yet can do thee office? If thou hast, 
® Giglvis—wantons. 
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Rely upon it till my tale be heard, 
And hold no longer out. 

Ang. O my dread lord, 
I should be guiltier than my guiltiness, 
To think I can be undiscernible, 
When I perceive your grace, like power divine, 
Hath look’d upon my passes." Then, good prince, 
No longer session hold upon my shame, 
But let my trial be mine own confession : 
Immediate sentence then, and sequent death, 
Is all the grace I bey. 

Duke. Come hither, Mariana :— 
Say, wast thou e’er contracted to this woman # 

Ang. I was, my lord. 

Duke. Go take her hence, and marry her, instantly.— 
Do you the office, friar; which consummate, 

Return him here again :—Go with him, provost. 
[| Exeunt Ana., Mant, Psrer, and Prov. 

Escal. My Jord, I am more amaz‘d at his dishonouy, 
Than at the strangeness of it. 

Duke. Come hither, Isabel ; 
Your friar is now your prince: As I was then 
Advertising, and huly to your business, 

Not changing heart with habit, Iam still 
Attomey'd at your service. 

Isab. O give me pardon, 
That I, your vassal, have employ’d and pain’d 
Your unknown sovereignty. 

Duke. You are pardon‘d, Isabel : 
And now, dear maid, be you as free to us, 

Your brother's death, I know, sits at your heart; 
And you may marvel, why 1 obscur’d myself, 
Labouring to save his life; and would not rather 
Make rash remonstrance of my hidden power, 
Than fet him so be lost: O most kind maid, 


® Passes is used, we believe, in the same sense as the some- 
what obsolete word passages. 
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Tt was the swift celerify of his death, 

Which I did think with slower foot came on, 

That brain'd my purpose: But peace be with him! 
That. life is better life, past fearing death, 

Than that which lives to fear: make it your comfort, 
So happy is your brother. 


Tte-enter ANGELO, Mariana, PETER, and Provost. 


Tsab. I do, my lord. 
Duke. For this new-married man, approaching here, 
Whose salt imagination yet hath wrong’d 
Your well-detended honour, you must pardon 
For Mariana’s sake: but as he adjudg'd your brother, 
(Being criminal, in double violation 
Of sacred chastity, and of promise-breach 
Thereon dependent, for your brother's life,) 
The very mercy of the law cries out 
Most audible, even from his proper tonzue, 
An Angelo for Claudio, death for death. 
Haste still pays haste, and leisure answers Icisure ; 
Like doth quit like, and AMeaszre still for Measure. 
Then, Angelo, thy fault ’s thus manifested : 
Which, though thou wouldst deny, denies thee vantage: 
We do condemn thee to the very block 
Where Claudio stuop'd to death, and with like haste; 
Away with him, 
Mari. O, my most gracious lord, 
LT hope you will not mock me with a husband! 
Duke. It is your husband mock’d you with a hue 
hand: 
Consenting to the safeguard of your honour, 
I thought your marriage fit ; else imputation, 
For that he knew you, might reproach your life, 
And choke your good to come: for his possessions, 
Although by confiscation they are ours, 
We do instate and widow you withal, 
To buy you a better husband. 
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Mari. O, my dear lord, 

I crave no other, nor no better man. 
Duke. Never crave him; we are definitive. 
Mari. Gentle my liegey— [ Kneeling. 
Duke. You do but lose your labour ; 


Away with him to death.—Now, sir, [to Lucio] to you, 

Mari, O, my good lord !—Sweet Isabel, take my 

part ; 
Lend me your knees, and all my life to come 
I ‘Il lend you all my life to do you service. 

Duke. Against all sense you do importune her : 

Should she kneel down, in mercy of this fact, 
Her brother's ghost his paved bed would break, 
And take her hence in horror, 

Mari. Isabel, 

Sweet Isabel, do yet but kneel by me; 

Wold up your hands, say nothing, IH speak all. 
They say, best men are montded out of faults 5 
And, for the most, become much more the better 
For being a little bad: so may my husband. 

O, Isabel ! will you not lend a knee ? 

Duke. We dies for Claudio’s death. 

Isab. Most hounteous sir, | Aneelin:r. 
Look, if it please you, on this man condemn i, | 
As if my brother livid: I partly think, 

A due sincerity govern’d his deeds, 

Till he did look on me; since it is so, 

Let him not die: My brother had but justice 

In that he did the thing for which he died: 

For Angelo, 

His act did not o’ertake his bad intent; 

And must be buried but as an intent 

That perish’d by the way: thoughts are no subjects; 
Intents but merely thoughts, 

Mare. Merely, my lord. 

Duke, Your suit ’s unprofitable; stand up, I say. 
I have bethought me of another fault :— 
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Provost, how came it Claudio was beheaded 
At an unusual hour? 
Prov. It was commanded so. 
Duke. Wad you a special warrant for the deed ? 
Prov. No, my good lord; it was by private message. 
Duke. For which I do discharge you of your office: 
Give up your keys. 
Prov. Pardon me, noble lord : 
I thought it was a fault, but knew if not; 
Yet did repent me, after more advice : 
For testimony whereof, one in the prison, 
That should by private order else have died, 
I have reserv'd alive. 
Duke. What ‘s he ? 
Prov. Wis name is Barnardine, 
Duke. T would thou hadst done so by Claudio— 
Go, fetch him hither; let me look upon him. 
[Exit Provost. 
Eseal. I am sorry, one so learned and so wise 
As you, lord Anzelo, have still appear’d, 
Should slip so grossly, both in the heat of blood, 
And Jack of temper'd judgment afterward. 
Ang. Iam sorry that such sorrow I procure: 
Ani so deep sticks it in my penitent heart, 
That I crave death more willingly than mercy ; 
'T is my deserving, aud I do entreat it. 


Re-enter Provost, Barnarping, CLaunio, and JuLiret, 


Duke. Which is that Barnardine ? 
Prov. This, my lord. 
Duke. There was a friar told me of this man :— 
Sirrah, thon art said to have a stubborn soul, 
That apprehends no further than this world, 
And squar'st thy lifeaccording. Thou ‘rt condemn'd, 
But, for those earthly faults, I quit them all; 
And pray thee, take this mercy to provide 
For better times to come :—Friar, advise him; 
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I leave him to your hand.—What muffled fellow ‘s 
that ? 

Prov. This is another prisoner that I sav'd, 

That should have died when Claudio lost his head ; 
As like almost to Claudio as himself. 
[ Unmaffles CLaunio. 

Duke. If he be like your brother, [¢o Isapen.a] for 

his sake 

Is he pardon'd : And, for your lovely sake, 

Give me your hand, and say you will be mine; 

He is my brother too: But titter time for that. 

By this, lord Angelo perceives he’s safe ; 

Methinks, I see a quick’ning in his eye:— 

Well, Angelo, your evil quits" you well: 

Look that you love your wife; her worth, worth your3.— 

I tind an apt remission in myself; 

And yet here ’s one in place I cannot pardon :— 

You, sirrah, [to Lucio] that knew ime for a fool, a 
coward, 

One all of luxury, an ass, a madman ; 

Wherein have I so deserv'd of you, 

That you extol me thus? 

Lucio. ‘Faith, my lord, I spoke it but according to 
the trick :> If you will hang me for it, you may, but I 
had rather it would please you I might be whipped. 

Duke. Whipp d first, sir, and hang'd after. 
Proclaim it, provost, round about the city ; 

If any woman ‘8 wrong’d by this lewd fellow, 
(As I have heard bim swear himself there ‘s one 
Whom he begot with child,) let her appear, 
And he shall marry her: the nuptial finish’d, 
Let him be whipp'd and hang’d. 

Luevo. I beseech your highness, do not marry me to 
a whore! Your highness said even now, I made you a 

® Quits— requites. 


b According w the trick—after the fashion of banter and . 
exaggeration, 
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duke; good my lord, do not recompense me in making 
mea cuckold. 
Duke. Upon mine honour, thon shalt marry her. 
Thy slanders I forgive; and therewithal 
Remit thy other forfeits :-—Tuke him to prison : 
And see vur pleasure herein executed. 
Lucio. Marrying a punk, my Jord, is pressing to 
death, whipping, and hanying. 
Duke. Slandering a prince deserves it.— 
She, Claudio, that you wrong'd, look you restore. 
Joy to you, Mariana !—love her, Angelo ; 
I have confess'd her, and I know her virtue. 
Thanks, good friend Escalus, for thy much goodness ; 
There 's more behind that is more gratulate.* 
Thanks, provost, for thy care and secresy ; 
We shal] employ thee in a worthier place :— 
Forgive him, Angelo, that brought you home 
The head of Ragozine for Claudio’s; 
The offence pardons itsel’—Dear Isabel, 
J have a motion much imports your good ; 
Whereto if you ‘ll a willing ear incline, 
What's mine js yours and what is yours is mine: 
So, bring us to our palace; where we ‘Il show 
What 's yet behind, that ‘s meet you all should know 
{ Exeunt. 


More gratulate—more to be rejoiced {a. 
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MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 


Page 10 (Act I. Scene i.) 

Shal. ‘The luce is the fresh fish; the salt fish is an old 
cout.”—See foot-note., The best explanation of the latter clause 
which can be given is, that Shallow misuses and abuses a term 
of heraldry. A fish ereet is Aauriant, in heraldic phrase ; 
a quadruped, salfanft., Shallow first of all misuses the latter 
word in applying it to a fish, and then abusca it by confounding 
it with a word which is the opposite of fresh. To this, Mr 
Knight hypercritically objects, that in the scal of Sir Thomas 
Lucy the laces are not erect, but wheeling round cach other in 
the form of a gpherical triangle. But in the foot-note above, 
he quotes a description of the coat of Geffray Lord Lucy— 
‘gules, three lucies Aariant argent;”? and the fact, that 
Shallow had not three but a dozen white luces, shews pretty 
clearly that Shakspere is not referring with literal exactitude 
to the coat of Sir Thomas Lucy. At least no better sense can 
be made of the pre : ‘The luce is the fresh fish ; the salt 
fish (the fish sa/éant) is an old coat.” 


Page 19 (Act I. Scene iii.) 

Ffost. **T¥ have spoke; let him follow: Let me see thee froth, 
and live.”—‘‘ Let me see thee froth and lime,” in the quartoa. 
That is, to froth the beer, and lime the suck to make it sparkle, 

Page 20 {Act I. Scene iii.) 


Fal, ‘* Hig filching was like an unskilful singer—he kept 
not time, 
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Nym. The good humour is to steal at a minute’s reat.” 
A minim’s rest. The preceding speech demands the correction, 


Page 20 (Act I. Scene fii.) 


Fal. “I do mean to make love to Ford's wife; I spy en- 
tertainment in her; she discourses, she carves, she gives 
the leer of invitation.”’— The corrector of the Perkins folio, not 
understanding carres, changes it into craves. To carve was 
really a form of salutation, and may be iliustrated by the 
following passage from ‘* Love’s Lubour’s Lost” (Act V. 
Scene ii.) : 

“Tle can carve too and lisp; why, this is he 
That kissed away his hand in courtesy.” 


R. G. White has cited another illustration from Sir Thomas 
Overbury—the description of a married woman: ‘ Her light- 
nesse gets her to swim at top of the table, where her twise 
little finger bewraies carving ; her neighbours at the latter end 
know they are welcome, und for that purpose she quencheth 
her thirst.” From which, it would seem that carving was 
a sign of intelligence, made with the little finger, as the glass 
was raised to the mouth. It is remarkable, adds Mr White, 
that. ladies do this now-a-days far more than gentlemen. Is it 
possible that the trick has survived, while ite meaning is lost f 


Page 21 (Act I. Scene iii.) 


Fal. ‘Falstaff will learn the honour of the age.”—ZZumour, 
in the quarto. 
Page 33 (Act IT. Scene i.) 
Host, ‘Will you go on, heers?”—In the original, it is: Will 
you go An hetres/”—a reading that has given infinite per- 
lexity to the editors. ‘he true word is plainly that suggested 
y Hanmer; ‘ Will you go Min heires f’’—that is, Mynheers. 


* 


It is the Host that speaks. 


Page 45 (Act IT. Scene iii.) 

Host. “1 will bring thee where Mistress Anne Page is, at a 
farmhouse, a feasting: and thou shalt woo her: Cried game? 
said I well?”—Mr Dyce proposes to read, Cried J aim f—that 
is, Did 1 give you encouragement? Compare Act III. Scene 
ii., page 51, where Ford says: ‘And to these violent pro- 
ceedings all my neighbours shall cry aim.’ The emendation 
proposed in the Perkins folio is so amusing that it must be 
mentioned—“ Curds and cream!” 


Page 67 (Act. ITT. Scene v.) 


Ford. “If I have horns to make one mad.”’—Afe, says Mr 
Dyce. 
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TWELFTH NIGHT. 


Page 105 (Act I. Scene i.) 
‘€Q, it came o’er my ear like the sweet sound.” 

One is sorry to part with ‘the sweet south,” as corrected by 
Pope. But if sound be the correct, as it is the original 
reading, we can say, in addition to what Mr Knight has 
urged, that there is something peculiarly Shakaperean in the 
involution and reduplication of the idea conveyed—a sound— 
coming o’er the ear—breathing—stealing and giving odour ; 
and go, in the delight and delicacy of its magic, ministering 
not to one sense alone, but to three. 


Page 106 (Act I. Scene i.) 


**Q, when mine eyes did see Olivia first, 
Methought she purg'd the air of pestilence : 
That instant was I turn’d into a hart, 

And my desires,”’ &c. 


Such is the truc punctuation. Mr Knight has quite needlessly 
tampered with the text in supplying a parenthesis. 


Page 113 (Act I. Scene iv.) 


‘6A damask-coloured stock.’’—See foot-note. Mr Knight's 
reading may be correct, but surely it is not better than Pope's, 
flame-coloured. What is the use of disturbing a text which 
everybody receives, for the sake of an ingenious but doubtfal 
novelty ? 


Page 189 (Act IT. Scene v.) 


‘I frown the while: and, perchance, wind up my watch, 
or play with my some rich jewel.”—That is, says Mr Knight, 
with some rich jewel of my own. But is it not far better to 
read—‘‘ perchance wind up my watch, or play with my —~ 
—some rich jewel?” : 


Page 189 (Act IT. Scene v.) 

“‘Though our silence be drawn from us with ears, yet 
peace.” —In the original, we find cars, which is, at least, better 
than the correction adopted in the text. In the Perkins 
folio, we read, by th’ ears. But, in fact, cara after though ia 
very feeble. ere is the difficulty of keeping peace, though 
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that peace is required by onr ears? The emendations pro- 
posed are numerous. Tyrwhitt proposed cables, Coleridge 
uasenting; Mr Singer, tears; others, carts; others, cares ; 
others the original word, cars. 


Page 141 (Act II. Scene v.) 
Daylight and champian discovers not more.”—What is 
champtan! It is simply the obsolete spelling of champaign— 
the open country. 


Page 144 (Act ITI. Scene 1.) 
‘80 thou mayst say the king lies by a beggar, if a beggar 
dwell near him.”—Read lives, undoubtedly—a very common 
nusprint. Who has not heard of the “ Lies of the Poets!” 


AS YOU LIKE IT. 


Page 209 (Act I. Scene ii.) 
‘A quintain.” The wooden figure of a man to practise 
tilting against. 
Page 222 (Act II. Scene iv.) 
Ros. “Oh, Jupiter! how merry are my spirits ! 
Touch. I care not for my spirits, it my legs were not 
weary.”--Not merry, but teary, is the proper word in 
Rosalind’s speech, as the clown’s answer implies. 


Page 229 (Act II. Scene vii.) 
Doth it not flow as hugely as the sea, 
Till that the weary very means do ebb?” 
The latter line has occasioned a good deal of perplexity. 
Pope rendered it—‘‘ the very, very means ;” the Perkins 
folio—‘‘ very means of wear.” Mr Singer gives the best 


g: 
“Till that the wearer's very means do ebb.” 


Page 238 (Act IIT. Scene fi.) © 
*¢7 ll graff it with you, and then I shall graff it with a 
mediar; then it will be the earliest fruit in the country ; for 
you'll be rotten ere you be half ripe, and that’s the right 
virtue of the medlar.”—On this passage, Steevens remarks 
that ‘‘Shakepere seems to have had little knowledge in 
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gardening. The medlar is one of the latest fruits, being 
uncatable till the end of November.” Mr Knight defends the 
text by saying: ‘‘ With regard to its premature decay, ia not 
the medlar the earliest fruit?’? Shakspere means nothing of 
the kind. He knew that the medlar is a late fruit. But 
Kosalind says that Touchstone being a medlar-—“ then, so far 
from being a late, it will be the earliest fruit in the country ; 
for the right virtue of the medlar is to be rotten—but you are 
6o forwurd that you ’ll be rotten before you are half ripe.” 


Page 239 (Act ITI. Scene ii.) 


“ Atalanta’s better part.’—Mr Knight, in his Library 
Fdition, quotes a long criticism from which we learn that 
Atalanta’s better part was her virgin purity. Nothing of the 
kind; for in the next line we read of ‘sad Lucretia’s 
modesty,” which comes to the same thing, and Shaksepere 
is not in the habit of such repetitions. Orlando is referring 
to her limbs. He saya that his pay ere has the cheek 
of Helen, the majesty of Cleopatra, the limb of Atalanta, 
the modesty of Luerctia. Atalanta was very swift-footed, and 
refused to marry any man who could not out-race ber. 


Page 239 (Act I1J. Scene fi.) 
st] was never so be-rhymed since F ychagorss. time, that I 
was an Irish rat.”’—Ben Jonson, and others of the Elizabethan 
ta, have referred to this mode of destroying rats in Ircland 
y the charm of rhymes. 


Page 252 (Act IIT. Scene v.) 


** Will you sterner be 
Than he that dies and lives by bloody drops?” 


Steevens detected a quibble in the word dies—one of those to 
which Johnson refers when he says of Shakspere: ‘‘ A quibble 
was to him the fatal Cleopatra for which he lost the world, 
and was content to lose it” ‘I am afraid,” says Stcevens, 
‘‘our bard is at his quibbles again.”? Transpose the words, 
and the passage is quite plain : 

‘‘ Than he that /ives and dies by blcody drops.” 


Mr Collier proposed to read “ dines /” 


Page 284 (Epilogue), 

**¥f I were a woman, I would kiss as many of you.”—It 
will be remembered that in Shakspere’s time the female parts 
were aah rmed by boys. On the modern stage, this sentence 
loses half its point, 
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MEASURE FOR MEASURE, 


Page 293 (Act I. Scene i.) 


“Then no more remains,’’? &c.—It would be endless to 
repeat the different emendations of this difficult passage that 
have been proposed. By far the simplest is that of Rowe, 
which consists in the change of a single letter : 

“Tam put to know that your own science 
Exceeds in that the lists of all advice 
My strength can give you: Then no more remains: 
Put that to your sufiiciency, as your worth is able ; 
And let them work.” 


To those who attach due importance to the laws of associa- 
tion, the very fact that only three lines before, the Duke uses 
the verb to put in a peculiar sense, will be a presumptive 
argument for the repetition of it in the disputed lne. 


Page 299 (Act I. Scene iii.) 


“SCENE III. Zhe same.”—There must be an error here. 
All at fe the Shakspercan drama, change of scene implies 
change of place. It is not like the French drama, where a 
new entrant makes a new scene. There is something exqui- 
sitely absurd in opening one of the plays founded on the 
French principles, to see how they are cut up into scenes, 
Here is the ‘‘Sophonisba ” of Jaznes Thomson, which we open 
at random ; Act V. Scene ji. closes leaving Scipio alone, Scene 
III., Scipio is alone where he was, and utters three lines. 
Scene IV., enter Lolius, and Scipio goes on speaking. In 
Shakspere, however, almost always a new scene demands a 
change of locality. The exception is where an entirely new 
action ie to commence with new characters, as ‘‘Merchant of 
Venice,” Act II. Scene vi., and scarcely even there. Certainly 
it is a mistake to speak of a new scene here, where one set of 
characters, as they make their exits, point to a new set 
coming on. 


Page 299 (Act I. Scene ili.) 

‘Enter Provost, Claudio, Juliet, and officers.””—As the 
clown mores off at the end of the last scene, he says: *‘ And 
there *s Madam Juliet.” This must justify the mention of 
Juliet amongst those who now enter. But she has not a word 
to say throughout this scene; the whole of the dialogue is 
carried on as if she were.not present—could not be so carried 
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on in her presence; and her appearance at such a moment is 
80 painful, that we could wish for some authority to crase 
her name from the above list. 


Page 300 (Act I. Scene ffi.) 
‘** She is fast my wife, 
Save that we do the denunciation lack 
Of outward order.” 


Dentunciation in the sense of pronunciation, 


Page 302 (Act I. Scene iv.) 

*‘ Which for this fourteen years we have let slip.” 
Read sleep. : 
Page 308 (Act II. Scene i.) 

*6 Some run from brakes of tce and answer none.” 
Perhaps a better reading, at least one worthy of mention, is 
brakes of vice—brakes, in this sense, being instruments of 
torture. 

Page 318 (Act II. Scene ii.) 
“Evils, 2. 
Are now to have no successive degrees, 
But where they live, to end.” 
Here, in the original. Sir Thomas Hanmer’s correction is 
better than the reading of the text—ere. 


Page 323 (Act II. Scene iil.) 
Juliet, ‘* O, injurious lore, 
That respites me a life.” 
Read Jaw, with Hanmer. How could her love be said to 
respite her ao life? The daw Pah das the man offending, not 
the woman, who was left to ignominy. 


Page 323 (Act IT. Scene iv.) 

** Heaven hath my empty words.”—Numberless instances 
could be adduced of the effect of King James's statute with 
regard to the use of profane language on the speeches of 
Shakspere’s dramas. Here the name of God is changed to 
Heaven, as we gather from the next line—‘ As if I did but 
only chew Ais name.” Surely the change was uncalled for in 
80 serious a passage. 


Page 327 (Act II. Scene iv.) 

** Else let my brother die,” &c.—We are all frail, said 
Angelo; and Isabella replies: “If not—let my brother die, if 
no confederate, but only he, own and gueceed to the weakness 
which, since we are all frail, is even thine.” 
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Page 845 (Act IV. Scene i.) 
** Take, oh take those lips away.” 


The song is incomplete, and in the ‘‘Bloody Brother” of 
Fletcher we find it with a stanza added. The question ha: 
been raised ; Who wrote the song! Shakspere or Fletcher ? Or 
did Shakspere write the first, and Fletcher the second stanza 
We believe the latter. The songs of Shakepere seem all t 
have been written by himself; and in the present one, a¢ 
found completed in Fletcher’s tragedy, Grant White has very. 
subtly shewn the presence of two hands. The first stanza is 
que in Bhakspere’s manner; but in the refrain, the metre 
ffers remarkably from that of the second. No refrain is 
ble in the second. Then the first stanza, here sung for 
ariana, is evidently addressed by a woman to a man; the 
second— 
** Hide, oh hide those hilis of snow !” 


is the address of a man to a woman. The first, again, is 
remarkable for its sentiment ; the other, for its sense of beauty. 
None but Shakspere could have written the former; and 
Shakspere could not have composed the latter to accompany it, 
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